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MADE    FROM    FINER, 
MORE    EXPENSIVE   TOBACCOS 

Give  Camels  for  Christmas!  There's  no 
doubt  about  how  much  people  appreciate 
Camels  —  the  cigarette  that's  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS.  A 
gift  of  Camels  says:  "Happy  Holidays  and 
Happy  Smoking!" 


(right)  A  pound  of 
Prince  Albert  in  a  real 
glass  humidor  that  keeps 
the  tobacco  in  prime 
condition  and  becomes 
a   welcome   possession. 


(right)  The 
famous  Christ- 
mas  package,  the 
Camel  carton — 10  f 
of  "20's"—  200   cigarettes. 
You'll  find  it  at  your  dealer's. 


(above)  Another 
Christmas  spe- 
cial— 4  boxes  of 
Camels  in  "flat 
fifties  "—in  gay 
holiday  dress. 


{left)  One  pound  of  Prince 
Albert  —  the  "biteless"  to- 
bacco—  in  an  attractive 
Christmas  gift  package. 


Irince  Albert 


THE    NATIONAL    JOY   SMOKE 

If  you  know  a  man  owns  a  pipe  —  you're  practically 
certain  to  be  right  if  you  give  him  PRINCE  ALBERT 
— The  National  Jov  Smoke.  Beginners  like  P.  A.  be- 
cause it  doesn't  bite.  Occasional  pipe-smokers  find 
it's  extra  cool.  And  the  regulars  think  it's  tops  for 
mellow  taste. 
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(HljriatmaB  lalleij 

By  Mary  McSherry 

The  church  in  the  valley  was  holding 

its  breath, 
The  trees  at  its  elbow  stood  still; 
Even    the    Christmas    eve    shoppers 

passed  by, 
Their     footsteps     absorbed     by    the 

snow  on  the  hill. 


Around  the  church  steeple  a  halo  of 
clouds, 

Like  angel  wings  stopped  in  mid- 
flight, 

Waited  'till  God  gave  the  signal  to 
move; 

Then  parted,  revealing  one  star's 
virgin  light. 

As   if   at   a   signal,    the   steeple    bell 

joined 
Three  carolers'  "peace  on  the  earth." 
Through  two  thousand  years  a  miracle 

flew, 
Changing  the  valley  to  a  manger  for 

birth. 
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PAINTING  THE  TOWN 
PURPLE 

With  BOB  KERSTING 
Dining,  Dancing 

PALMER  HOUSE  —  Wayne  King, 
the  "Waltz  King,"  concludes  a  bril- 
liant and  successful  stand  in  the 
Empire  Room  on  the  thirteenth  of 
this  month.  Alexander  Gray,  bari- 
tone, gets  many  curtain  calls  down 
here  as  do  the  "Three  Olympics" 
who  do  some  mean  tricks  on  roller 
skates.  Shep  Fields  moves  in  on 
the  fourteenth  with  his  "rippling 
rhythm"  and  an  entire  new  show. 
Minimum  is  $2.50  on  week  nights 
and  $3  on  Saturdays. 

DRAKE  HOTEL  —  Paul  Whiteman 
and  his  orchestra  heads  the  Gold 
Coast  Room's  offering  for  the  holi- 
day season.  The  Whiteman  organ- 
ization is  up  to  its  usual  standard 
of  excellence  in  entertainment, 
coming  from  a  successful  season  at 
the  Cocoanut  Grove  in  Los 
Angeles.  Paul  has  been  in  the  show 
business  for  a  long  time  and  proves 
that  his  arrangers  are  up  to  the 
minute  by  presenting  a  skillful  med- 
ley of  swing  and  sweet  music.  Mini- 
mum is  $2.50  week  nights  and  $3.50 
Saturdays  and  Sundays. 

STEVENS  HOTEL  —  Marek  Weber, 
famous  for  fifteen  years  as  Europe's 
leading  dance  and  concert  con- 
ductor, and  fresh  from  recent  tri- 
umphs in  Berlin  and  Budapest,  leads 
his  sixteen  piece  orchestra  in  the 
Boulevard  Room. 

BISMARCK  HOTEL  —  Eddie  Varzos 
and  his  American  Gypsies,  color- 
ful music-makers,  play  for  nightly 
dancing  and  a  new  show  headed 
by  Ruth  Pryor.  Ruth  is  known  to 
Chicagoans  for  her  work  in  popu- 
larizing the  classical  ballet  and 
especially  her  feat  of  whirling 
thirty-six  times  a  minute  on  her 
toes.  Don't  miss  seeing  this!  The 
popular  dance  team,  Don  and  Sally 
Jennings,  are  again  among  their 
many  friends  here  returning  from 
Hollywood.  Minimum  is  $1  on  week 
nights  and  $2  on  Saturdays. 

(Continued   on    Page   35) 


A  4 -Year  Loafer 
Graduates  with  Honors 


Idling  in  the  wood  4  full  years, 

BRIGGS  comes  forth 

as  the  world's  richest  and 

friendliest  tobacco 


THIS  IS  THE  STORY  of  the 
loafer  that  goes  to  the  head 
of  the  class! 

Briggs  is  born  rich.  It  starts  life 
as  a  blend  of  nature's  choicest  to- 
baccos. Then  it  enters  college  for 
a  4-year  course  in  idling. 


For  4  long  years  it  loafs  in  stout  oak- 
en casks,  getting  richer,  doing  noth- 
ing! Just  naturally  maturing  into 
the  smoothest  and  mellowest  pipe 
tobacco  you  ever  touched  a  match  to. 

When  it  finally  graduates  to  your 
pipe,  Briggs  has  been  aged  longer 
than  many  fancy  pipe  mixtures  sell- 
ing at  $5.00  a  pound. 

At  1 5<f  the  tin,  Briggs  costs  a  few 
cents  more  than  ordinary  unedu- 
cated tobaccos.  But  those  extra  pen- 
nies are  miracle  pennies  ...  in  the 
extra  enjoyment  they  bring  to  your 
smoking.  Ask  any  Briggs  smoker. 


BR<6<% 


CASK-MELLOWE 


D    /\     FU 


LL  YEARS 
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pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin   of    Prince    Albert 


rince  Albert 


ALSO 

TRY  ROLLING 

YOUR  OWN 

WITH  P.  A. 


THE    NATIONAL 
JOY    SMOKE 
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The  Seeing 
Eye 


Lecture 

•  We  were  among  the  some  five 
thousand  who  crowded  Patten  gym- 
nasium to  hear  H.  G.  Wells,  and  we 
wouldn't  do  it  again  for  any  money 
(well,  for  ALMOST  any  money).  Our 
nervous  system  can't  take  it. 

The  victims  who  staggered,  crawled, 
and  fell  up  the  basket  ball  bleachers 
ranged  from  the  aged,  the  infirm, 
and  the  aristocratic  to  rather  young 
things  with  a  phobia  for  heights.  The 
whole  gory  spectacle  was  almost  too 
much  for  us  and  we  visualized  the 
place  splattered  with  mangled  bodies. 

At  least  two  N.  U.  students  are 
known  to  have  attended  the  lecture, 
but  it  is  rumored  that  they  were  two 


toopeimt 


Vice  Crusade 

6  An  atmosphere  of  gloom  per- 
vades the  press  room  of  the  Daily 
Northwestern,  and  though  the  lllini 
are  the  cause  of  it  all,  the  matter  has 
nothing  to  do  with  an  overdose  of 
Homecoming. 

•  All  newspaper  men  are  scandal- 
mongers and  crusaders  at  heart,  so 
when  the  editorial  page  of  the  Daily 
lllini  burst  forth  with  the  vice  expose 
par  excellence,  printers'  ink  began  to 
boil  at  a  furious  rate  in  the  veins  of 
N.  U.  journalists.  The  lllini  campaign 
contended  that  gambling  dens,  illegal 
beer  and  liquor  parlors,  and  houses 
of  prostitution  were  doing  a  land  of- 
fice business  in  Champaign  and  Ur- 
bana,  and  a  fellow  just  couldn't  hit 
the  books  and  the  brothels  simultane- 
ously and  do  justice  to  both.  The  re- 
sulting   journalistic  field   day   was 


fraternity  men  (headed  for  God 
knows  where)  who  just  got  caught  in 
the  crowd. 

They  were  never  seen  again. 


enough  to  make  any  editor  quite 
with  envy,  especially  in  a  city  where 
spirits  are  allegedly  allowed  only  in 
graveyards. 

®  Rumor  has  it,  however,  that  the 
not  so  purple  Daily  will  shortly  begin 
a  counter  attack  with  a  crusade  to 
promote  vice  at  Northwestern. 
Pornographic  pep  talks  will  feature 
on  the  sports  page,  "Frankel-y  Speak- 
ing" will  take  on  a  new  significance, 
and  the  "Sideshow"  will  be  replaced 
by  "Burlesque";  spies  will  be  sent  to 
the  University  of  Chicago  for  prac- 
tical suggestions;  nothing  will  happen; 
and  Evanston  will  continue  to  be  "the 
safest  city  in  the  world." 


•  In  the  meantime,  the  Daily's  edi- 
torial page  must  content  itself  with 
plugging  for  informal  dances  run- 
ning a  day  by  day  account  of  the 
private  life  of  Bill  St'rvason,  and  de- 
termining what  to  do  with  Willard 
hall. 

Collar 

•  Maxine  Eisner,  who  is  a  Speech 
school  freshman  (which  proves  noth- 
ing) and  who  comes  from  Missouri 
(which  proves  plenty)  has  a  dog  col- 
lar which  she  will  gladly  give  anyone 
who  can  use  it. 


It  all  began  with  the  purchase  of 
a  collar  for  a  friend's  dog.  The 
friend's  name  was  MacFarland,  and 
with  only  this  data  and  confronted 
with  several  MacFarlands  in  the  di- 
rectory, the  lady  was  in  a  quandary. 
Being  a  person  of  decision,  if  not  of 
judgment,  she  sent  the  collar,  ad- 
dressed to  Macy  MacFarland  (the 
dog),  to  the  most  likely  of  the  selec- 
tion and  awaited  results. 

A  phone  call  from  a  distraught 
female  demanding  who  had  sent  her 
husband  a  dog  collar  and  why,  was 
the  first  development.  Explanations 
followed,  with  the  request  that  the 
mis-sent  collar  be  returned,  postage 
due.  It  was.  Along  with  it  came  a 
large  and  ominous  black  box,  marked, 
"Choked  to  death!  The  collar  was 
too  tight." 

To  date  no  one  has  mustered 
courage  to  open  the  enigmatic  pack- 
age. Meantime,  Maxine  is  awaiting 
further  developments. 
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Human  Interest 

•    Our  favorite  human  interest  story 
is  one   we   read    last  summer   in   the 


World's  Greatest  Newspaper  about 
a  shine  shop  proprietor.  He  was  one 
of  those  chaps  who  harbor  an  un- 
suspected longing  for  the  romance 
beyond  the  horizon,  an  artistic  soul 
that  years  of  commonplaceness  fail 
to  congeal.  He  longed  to  travel.  He 
dreamed  and  saved;  and  the  longing 
grew  and  the  savings  increased.  Then 
one  day  he  sold  the  shop  and  bought 
a  passage  to  Italy.  But  the  excite- 
ment of  the  trip  to  New  York,  of  see- 
ing the  boat  of  which  he  had 
dreamed,  was  too  much — as  he 
started  up  the  gangplank,  he  dropped 
dead. 

We  told  the  story  to  our  friends. 
They  were  very  impressed  (some- 
times tearful,  depending  on  their 
condition).  One  day,  during  a  lull  in 
the  World  Series,  we  told  it  to  the 
man  who  was  shining  our  shoes  in  a 


little   shop   on   Sherman   avenue    near 
Hoos    Drug    Store. 

Yes,  he  said,  yes,  he  knew — it  was 
he  who  had  bought  the  shop  from 
the  romantic  bootblack! 

Glamor  Girls 

Now  we  know.  We  just  found  out 
that  our  photo  editor,  who  took  most 
of  the  pictures  in  this  issue,  including 
Joy  Hawley's,  has  a  file  of  over 
10,000  negatives.  Last  summer  he 
was  fortunate  enough  to  assist  in 
taking  portraits  of  Hollywood's  movie 
queens.  We're  lucky  we  got  our  issue 
out  when  we  did  because  he  won't 
look  at  us  now,  he's  so  busy  making 
candid  portraits  (like  those  of  the 
Empress  and  her  moods)  for  the 
glamor  girls  on  campus  as  Christ- 
mas presents  for  ma  and  pa. 

(Continued    on    Page    35) 
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I  Knew  We  Forgot  Something! 
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LITTLE  LUCY'S 
LOSS 


By  RUTH  FEY 


LUCY  squirmed  with  obvious  dis- 
comfort, but  the  teacher  was  too 
busy  to  notice.  Her  big  blue  eyes 
watched  Miss  Lewis'  every  move- 
ment, and  her  small,  chubby  hand  was 
poised  ready  to  be  thrust  into  the  air 
at  a  mere  glance  in  her  direction.  But 
Miss  Lewis  apparently  was  going  to 
continue  being  too  busy. 

"Lucy,  will  you  take  the  next?" 
questioned  Miss  Lewis,  pointing  a 
ruler  at  a  three-plus-two  problem  on 
the  board.  She  repeated  her  ques- 
tion again  a  moment  later. 

A  hand  from  behind  poked  Lucy 
in  the  back.  "She's  talking  to  you," 
whispered   Mary. 

The   small   hand    went   ceilingward. 

"I — I — can't,"    she    murmured,     "I 

"Oh,"  Miss  Lewis  blushed,  then 
regaining  her  composure,  "You  may 
— go,  Lucy." 

Lucy  was  up  and  out  of  the  room 
almost  as  soon  as  the  first  two  words 
were  spoken.  She  stopped  at  the  girl's 
washroom,  and  put  her  small  self 
sturdily  against  the  door  and  breathed 
a  sigh  of  relief  when  she  was  on  the 
other  side. 

Daintily  Lucy  washed  her  hands,  a 
worried  expression  on  her  round  face. 
She  looked  about  the  room,  then 
shook  her  head  in  a  puzzled  manner. 

Upon  entering  the  classroom  again, 


she  hurried  up  to  Miss  Lewis  and 
whispered  four  words  into  her  ear. 
The  ear  which  heard  turned  a  faint 
pink.  Miss  Lewis  almost  started  to 
laugh,  but  seeing  Lucy's  serious,  be- 
wildered face,  she  said,  her  eyes 
twinkling,  "But  Lucy,  did  you  have 
them  when  you  left  home?  Are  you 
sure?" 

Lucy  nodded   her  head. 

"Yes,  I  know  I  did.  I  remember 
when  I  dressed." 

"Of  course,"  interrupted  Miss 
Lewis,  "but  you  couldn't  have  lost 
them  ..." 

Lucy  looked  about  her  small  per- 
son. 

"No — no,"  she  admitted  reluctant- 
ly, "but  I  did!" 

Miss  Lewis  could  hardly  control 
herself  any  longer. 

"Well,  you  just  sit  down,  Lucy, 
and   we'll   see    after   class." 

Lucy  behaved  rather  badly  the  rest 
of  the  day.  She  was  constantly  look- 
ing about  the  room,  in  her  desk,  in 
her  books,  everywhere.  Miss  Lewis 
did  not  admonish  her.  She  knew  Lucy 
was  worried  and  anxious  for  the  day 
to   end. 


The  last  bell  rang  at  three  o'clock, 
and  all  of  tho  first  graders  dashed  for 
their  hats  and  coats.  There  was  no 
sense  in  even  trying  to  get  a  sem- 
blance of  order  at  that  time  of  the 
day.  Lucy  was  still  getting  into  her 
clothes  after  everyone  had  gone.  Miss 
Lewis   helped    her  on   with   her  coat. 

"I  don't  know,"  began  Lucy. 

"It's  certainly  a  mystery,"  smiled 
Miss  Lewis. 

"  'Spose  I  ought  to  look  in  the  lost 
and  found?"  she  queried. 

Miss  Lewis  laughed  aloud.  She 
hadn't  been  able  to  all  day,  but  she 
did  now.  She  sat  down  at  last,  her 
face  very  flushed. 

"You  had  better  run  on  home, 
Lucy.  I'll  just  bet  you  didn't  have 
them  at   all." 

Lucy  smiled  a  worried  little  smile 
and  left  the  room.  She  did  not  run 
home,  but  walked  slowly,  looking 
about  on  the  way. 

Mrs.  Adams  kissed  the  worried  little 
face. 

"Well,  Lucy,  what  did  you  do  in 
school  today  that  was  fun?" 

"I,  why  .  .  ."  Big,  blue  eyes  turned 
toward  Mrs.  Adams'  face.  "Mama, 
do  you   know  what  happened?" 

Mrs.  Adams  smiled,  and  Lucy  con- 
tinued nervously. 

(Continued    on    Page   43) 
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HOOP  AND  NET 


By  Hugh  Ames  and  Bob  Haumesser 


Elmer  Blumer  is  one  of  the  veter- 
ans who  was  lost  by  graduation  in 
June.  A  consistent  performer 
throughout  three  seasons,  Lonborg 
is  hoping  that  someone  can  fill  his 
shoes  .  .  .  his  wish  will,  apparently, 
be    granted. 


Jim  Currie,  who  is  a  transfer 
from  Drake,  showed  his  wizardry 
with  a  basketball  the  last  half  of 
the  preceding  hoop  campaign,  and 
is  expected  to  be  one  of  the  flash- 
iest performrs  during  the  current 
season. 


Jean  Smith,  who  dumped  in  21 
points  against  Ohio  State  last  sea- 
son, will  share  the  pivot  position 
with  Jake  Nagode.  According  to 
the  roster,  Smith  with  his  six  foot 
three  inches  is  the  squad's  rangiest 
player. 


Mike  McMichael  is  one  of  the 
Wildcat's  mainstays.  He's  hobbling 
around  on  a  cane  these  days  as 
the  result  of  an  injury  incurred  in 
touchball,  but  will  probably  be 
ready  when  conference  competi- 
tion starts. 


A  GRINNING,  satin  trunked 
wildcat  with  the  Big  Ten  crown 
cocked  jauntily  over  one  ear 
is  the  picture  Coach  Dutch  Lonborg 
wants  to  see  come  March  7.  Whether 
such  will  be  Dutch's  pleasure,  de- 
pends, in  the  words  of  the  mentor 
himself,  "upon  how  much  improve- 
ment a  better  than  average  squad 
shows." 

Lonborg  has  been  guiding  the 
destinies  of  Purple  basketball  teams 
for  ten  years  and  has  an  enviable 
record  with  two  championships,  four 
third  places  and  only  once  on  the 
wrong  side  of  the  tracks,  the  second 
division. 

As  all  Wildcat  fans  know,  the 
Northwestern  outfit  gives  a  remark- 
able account  of  itself  in  its  pre-sea- 
son  or  "warm  up"  games,  if  en- 
counters with  Marquette,  Pitt,  and 
Notre  Dame  can  be  so  classed.  Each 
year  the  squad  is  hotter  than  a  pis- 
ton up  to  its  first  conference  game, 
and  then  more  often  than  not,  the 
boys  go  stale.  There  is  a  reason  for 
this.  The  local  lads  have  always 
started  practice  so  early  in  the  year 
that  they  hit  mid  season  stride  about 
the  time  that  the  opposing  outfits 
are  shaking  the  mothballs  out  of 
their  scanties.  Then,  when  conference 
competition  rears  its  ugly  head,  the 
team  sluffs  off  and  goes  stale  for  a 
couple  of  games,  a  misfortune  that 
strikes  every  squad  at  some  time  or 
other  during  its  playing  season.  This 
year  things  should  be  different.  The 
floor  was  not  ready  for  use  until  deep 
in  October  and  practice  didn't  get 
up  steam  until  early  November.  All 
of  which,  with  the  help  of  some  wish- 
ful thinking,  leads  to  the  logical  con- 
clusion that  perhaps  the  team  will 
hit  its  stride  this  year  at  a  time  when 
stride-hitting  is  a  mighty  necessary 
adjunct   of  championship   quintets. 

An  encouraging  aspect  of  the  pros- 
pects is  the  fact  that  veterans  have 
a  first  lien  on  every  position  on  the 
team.  Captains  Fred  Trenkle  and  Mike 
McMichael  will  be  performing  their 
chores  for  their  third  and  final  years. 
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Trenkle  is  one  of  the  squad's  speedi- 
iest  members  and  McMichael  has 
always  been  a  dead  eye  any  place 
within  a  niblick  shot  of  the  hoop. 
When  the  Badgers  come  to  town 
January  3,  however,  they  may  not 
see  much  of  Mike  since  he  banged 
his  ankle  in  an  inter-mural  touch  foot- 
ball game,  and  it  hasn't  completely 
healed  at  this  writing. 

Jean  Smith  and  Jake  Nagode, 
six-foot-three  and  six-foot-two  respec- 
tively, will  probably  continue  their 
alternating  at  the  center  position  as 
they  have  been  doing  for  the  last 
two  years.  In  the  event  that  Mc- 
Michael is  not  ready  for  action  at  the 
beginning,  Smith  may  be  moved  to 
forward  temporarily. 

Jim  Currie,  Bob  Voights,  and  Cleo 
Diehl  present  a  trio  of  guards  good 
enough  for  anybody's  conference  or 
team.  Voights,  with  his  hand  clap- 
ping and  constant  chatter,  has  the 
fire  that  every  squad  needs  and  that 
all  fans  admire.  Currie,  who  trans- 
fered  from  Drake  in  '36,  is  a  magician 
with  the  ball.  He's  a  shifty  phantom 
on  the  court  and  handles  the  bloated 
pellet  as  if  it  were  a  yo-yo. 

The  fast  breaking  offense  that  the 
Wildcats  were  showing  towards  the 
close  of  last  season  will  come  in  handy 
this  year  since  the  powers-that-be 
decided  to  do  away  with  the  center 
jump.  Speed  in  getting  the  ball  across 
the  enemy  lines  is  more  necessary 
than  ever  under  this  system,  and 
superficial  observation  would  lead  one 
to  believe  that  the  Purple  is  going 
to  have  it. 

Another  element  that  may  help  is 
the  addition  of  lights,  primarily  above 
the  baskets.  Visiting  players  and  Gus. 
H.  Fan  have  been  complaining  about 
shadow  spots  on  the  floor  for  some 
time  and  this  action  is  the  result. 

Perhaps  the  new  light  will  help  the 
Evanston  warriors  find  the  hoop  more 
often.  In  the  words  of  another  and 
not-so-bad  scribe,  it  is  "a  consum- 
mation,  devoutly  to  be  wished." 


Bob  Voights 


Dec. 
Dec. 
Dec. 
Dec. 
Dec. 
Jan. 
Jan. 
Jan. 
Jan. 
Jan. 


Cleo  Diehl 

1937-1938  Basketball  Schedule 

3 — Carleton      Evanston     Jan.  I  7 — Purdue  Indiana 

7 — Marquette      Milwaukee     Jan.  22 — Michigan Evanston 

10 — Pittsburgh     Evanston      Feb.    5 — Bradley   Institute    Evanston 


23 — Butler     Indianapolis 

31 — Notre    Dame  Evanston 

3 — Wisconsin      Evanston 

A — Univ.  of  California  Evanston 

8— Ohio    State     Evanston 


Feb.  12 — Wisconsin      Madison 

Feb.  I  9 — Indiana      Evanston 

Feb.  21 — Iowa     Evanston 

Feb.  28 — Ohio       Columbus 

March  5 — Purdue     Evanston 

10 — Iowa    .  Iowa    City     March  7 — Michigan     Ann    Arbor 

1 5 — Indiana      Bloomington 
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MIDNIGHT 


THE  12:46  "L"  ground  to  a  stop 
at  Davis  street  with  a  screech 
and  a  jerk  and  with  a  clang-clang 
and  another  jerk  was  off  again.  In 
a  gesture  of  despair  Dorothy  ran  a 
hand  through  her  mass  of  wavy  locks, 
sheeny  in  the  platform  lights,  twisted 
her  small  mouth  into  a  picture  of 
abject  despondency,  stuck  two  fin- 
gers into  the  tiny  pocket  of  her 
skirt,  and  with  bowed  head  plodded 
down  the  exit  stairs  one  at  a  time 
by  my  side.  I  knew  she  was  mimick- 
ing me. 

"Do  I  look  that  bad?"  I  asked, 
as  we  passed  through  the  revolving 
bars  onto  the  street. 

"You  look  infinitely  worse,"  she  re- 
turned, candidly  "Tell  me,  O  un- 
fathomable abyss  of  mystery,  why  so 
morose   this   early   morn?" 

"I'm  always  so  morose,"  I  replied, 
glumly,  "when  they  don't  have  a 
Mickey  Mouse." 

"Is  there  nothing  that  will  bring 
you  out  of  this  brown  study,  O  sor- 
rowing one?  Nothing?"  she  added 
dramatically. 

"Other  times  when  I  am  held  by 
this  strange  mood  I  stroll  down  by 
the  lake  and  there  all  my  cares  and 
worries  are  vanished  away." 

"Indeed!"  Her  blue  eyes  widened 
in  pseudo-sarcasm.  "I  thought  I  de- 
tected an  ulterior  motive  in  your 
glumness." 

"Well,  you  signed  out  for  two 
o'clock,"  I  pointed  out,  watching  her 
nose  wrinkle  up  in  a  smile.  "And  it's 
not  even  one  yet,  so  ...  " 

The  campus  lights  had  been  turned 
off,  we  discovered,  when  we  reached 
the  south  gate  and  the  intermittent 
street  lights  and  the  stars  availed 
little  against  the  thick  blackness  that 
enveloped  the  campus.  Our  walk 
grew  a  trifle  stealthy  as  we  neared 
the    foreboding    grayness    of    U.    H. 


and  so  intently  were  our  ears  strained 
to  catch  the  slightest  sound  that  the 
great  bonnnnnng  of  the  clock  in  the 
tower  caused  us  to  stop,  startled,  in 
our  tracks.  Dot's  cool  hand  tightened 
in  mine  and  her  shoulder  pressed 
against  my  arm.  We  stood  motion- 
less a  moment  but  the  blackness  yield- 
ed no  further  sound.  I  whispered  a 
word  of  reassurance  to  Dot.  Circling 
back  of  Fisk,  we  descended  to  the 
deserted  beach.  We  walked  along 
a  minute  in  silence.  To  our  left  the 
high  bank  with  its  occasional  sapling 
and  patches  of  weeds,  now  dim  blobs 
on  the  darker  ground,  cut  off  our 
view  of  the  campus  except  for  tree 
tops  near  the  shore.  On  our  right 
the  lake  stretched  out  and  merged 
with  the  sky  at  some  indiscernible 
horizon.  The  sand  underfoot  was 
moist  and   soundless  to  our  steps. 

"This  darn  sand  gets  in  my  shoes," 
complained  Dorothy,  running  her  fin- 
ger in  her  sandal.    "I  don't  see  .  .  ." 

"Shhh!"  I  put  my  finger  to  her 
lips  and  drew  her  back  against  the 
tangled  foliage  of  the  steep  bank, 
for  I  had  heard  the  crunch  of  foot- 
steps on  the  cinder  path  above. 
"That  might  be   a  local  Hawkshaw." 

We  shrunk  back  against  the  damp 
earth  into  the  corner  formed  by  the 
bank  and  the  rickety  stairs  to  pier 
seven.  The  steps  overhead  now,  as  I 
listened  closer,  seemed  lighter  and 
more  cautious  than  a  night  watch- 
man's. They  passed  on  over  our  hid- 
ing place,  but  an  instant  later  a  slim, 
dark  form  descended  the  next  set 
of  steps  which  lead  to  pier  eight  and 
walked  noiselessly  out  to  the  pier's 
end. 

I  blew  some  of  Dot's  hair  off  my 
nose  and  we  craned  our  heads  around 
the  edge  of  the  steps.  "Looks  like  a 
girl!"  I  whispered  in  her  ear. 

"Walks  like  Marge  Pranton  from 
my  floor  at  Willard,"  said  Dot.  "What 
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do  you  suppose  she's  doing  out  here 
alone7" 

Always  seemed  like  a  decent,  re- 
spectable girl  to  me.  "If  it  were  her 
roommate,"  she  continued,"  I  could 
understand." 

"What  about  her  roommate?"  I 
prompted. 

"She  looks  like  bad  medicine  to 
me.  Always  has  circles  under  feverish 
eyes,  scrawny  neck,  and  dissipated  in 
general." 

The  girl  on  the  pier  was  facing  the 
wa+er  now  and  suddenly  from  her 
hand  a  streak  of  light  shone  briefly. 
Four  more  times  it  flashed  forth.  Im- 
mediately another  light  signalled 
back  from  a  point  about  two  hundred 
yards  off  shore.  Two  minutes  passed 
in  silence.  Then  the  dark  shape  of  a 
boat  glided  slowly  up  to  the  pier 
from  out  of  the  black  void.  It  bumped 
against  the  pier,  its  occupant  skill- 
fully steadied  the  boat  against  the 
wash  of  the  waves  and  flashed  his 
light  for  a  brief  instant  into  the  face 
of  the  girl  waiting. 

"It's  Marge,"  breathed  Dorothy. 

The  man  in  the  boat  and  the  girl 
held  a  terse  conversation,  then  the 
man,  apparently  satisfied,  handed  the 
girl  a  package  and  began  to  row  off 
into  the  darkness.  With  the  package 
clutched  tightly  under  her  arm,  the 
girl  hastened  off  the  pier,  up  the 
steps,  and  disappeared  from  our 
view. 

"Let's  see  more  of  this,"  I  sug- 
gested, raising  Dorothy  to  her  feet 
from  our  crouched  position  and 
brushing  off  the  seat  of  my  trousers. 
She  nodded  her  assent.  Mounting 
part  way  up  the  stairs,  I  peered  over 
the  edge  of  the  bank.  Marge  had 
just  crossed  the  library  walk  and  was 
striking  off  into  the  meadow  before 
the  library.  We  started  off  in  pursuit. 
Crouched  down,  Marge  scurried 
along  the  outside  of  the  hedge  for  a 


distance.  Then  slipping  through  it 
onto  the  walk,  she  sped  across  the 
road  toward  Willard  hall.  We  emu- 
lated her  stealth  in  traversing  the 
campus.  As  we  wriggled  through  the 
hedge  I  chanced  to  look  back.  I 
clasped  Dot's  arm  tightly  in  mine. 

"Don't  look  now,"  I  warned,  "but 
the  guy  that  we  saw  in  the  boat  is 
following  us!  He  must  have  seen  us 
silhouetted  against  the  skyline  as  we 
started   after  Marge." 

Dot's  nails  dug  into  my  hand. 
"Maybe  it's  the  night  watchman," 
she  quavered,  hopefully. 

"No,  I  can  tell  by  his  hat.  But  I 
don't  think  there's  any  immediate 
danger,"  I  reassured  her.  "He's  lag- 
ging pretty  far  behind." 

Now  that  we  were  off  the  campus 
there  was  no  longer  any  need  for 
secrecy  and  Dot  and  I  walked  casual- 
ly but  briskly  past  the  sorority  houses. 
Rounding  the  corner  ai  Orrington, 
we  spied  Marge  climbing  nimbly  up 
the  fire  escape  of  Willard  Hall. 
Reaching  the  third  floor,  she  moved 
quickly  along  the  grating  to  an  open 
window   and   disappeared   within. 

"Is  that  her  room?"  I  asked  Doro- 
thy as  we  glided  toward  the  ladder, 
hugging  the  shadows  near  the  cold 
wall. 

"No,"  she  whispered,  gasping  after 
our  short  dash.  She  released  my  hand 
to  toss  a  wisp  of  hair  out  of  her  eyes. 
"That  room's  been  empty  since  the 
semester  started."  And  pausing  be- 
neath the  iron  escape  ladder:  "Do 
we  go  up?" 

"We  do,  if  you  think  you  can  make 
it." 

"Make  it!"  she  exclaimed,  indig- 
nant. "After  all  my  training  for 
soccer!    Boost  me." 

"What's  the  penalty  if  I  get  caught 
in  here?"  I  asked,  crawling  in  after 
her. 

"Guillotine,"  she  returned  indiffer- 
(Continued   on    Page  29) 
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FLYING  DOWN  TO  RIO? 


Contact!  Whirrr  .  .  .  You're  in  the  air! 

Rosemary  Day,  Gamma  Phi  Beta,  had  quite  a 
problem  in  deciding  on  just  what  the  Northwest- 
ern coed  would  want  to  take  with  her  when  she 
decided  to  fly  home  for  Christmas.  You  know, 
you  only  get  35  pounds  of  free  luggage.  But 
here  is  what  she  picked  .  .  .  enough  of  everything 
for  a  good  time. 


%  Let  the  Purple  Parrot  solve  your  fashion  problems. 
We'll  gladly  answer  all  inquiries  addressed  to  her  at 
Lunt  Administration   Building,   Evanston,   Illinois. 

Wardrobe   by  Carson   Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


FLY  NORTHWESTERN! 

Kurt  Stoehr,  Phi  Gamma  Delta,  continually 
tried  to  get  more  than  his  allotted  35  pounds 
of  luggage  into  his  grip  .  .  .  figuring  that 
the  Northwestern  man  should  be  better 
than  just  well  dressed.  If  you're  going  any- 
where by  air  Mr.  NU,  here's  a  complete 
"must"  wardrobe  which  will  travel  free  with 
you  on  any  airline  in  the  country. 


%  Prices,  and  complete  details  of  this  wardrobe 
can  be  obtained  by  writing  the  Purple  Parrot's 
Men's  Fashion  Bureau,  Lunt  Administration  Build- 
ing,  Evanston,  Illinois. 
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aits: 


Well   Santa,   old   double-buddy,   chum,   I'll   be   leaving  th 
soon  for  Christmas  at  home  and  I'd  like  to  have  a  word  with  you 
there's  a   man   I   left  behind   me,   a   very  smooth   operator, 
who  has  to  be  impressed  and  it's  up  to  you  to  help  me  out. 
He's  taking  me  to  a 
night  and  I've  got  a 
come  in.  I  need  some 
thing  sort  of  wicked, 
zel    type    the    other 
she    weren't    they'd 
Matchibelli  is  giving 
made  a  devastating 
are  three  bottles  of 


cocktail  party  Christmas 

dress  that'll  knock  his  eyes  out.  But,  Mr.  Claus,  here's  where  you 
black  shirred  cocktail  length  gloves  in  fine  French  suede,  some- 
And,  I  saw  some  hand  made  embroidered  hankies  of  the  Appen- 
day,  that,  just  btween  us,  would  make  any  girl  happy,  and  if 
be  lovely  to  cry  on.      Maybe   I   ought  to  tell  you  that 
you  a  little  competition  along  the  jingle  bell  line.  They've 
little  golden  bell  that  jingles  when  you  lift  it  up  and  under  it 
perfume,  one  fragrance  for  morning,  afternoon  and  evening, 
for  Christmas.     But  to  get  back  to 
we'll  probably  go  Christmas  carol- 
smart  imported  ski  scarfs  with  little 
of  spun  rayon  challis,  that   ^jT/ 


evening  w 


I'm  giving  one  to  Sue,  that's  my  best  girl  friend, 
the  Big  Moment,  he's  an  outdoor  man  and 
ing  in  the  snow,  so  I'd  like  one  of  those 
ski  jumpers  all  over  it,  a  large  square  one  /t^fp 
will    look    nice    with    a    sweater.    But    for 
places  and  do  things,   I'd  like  a  Cardy  compact  of  dull  and  bright  gold, 
one  of  those  snooty,  ele-  4^        gant   little   compacts   in   a   conveni- 

ent flat  size.  And  y^\) ii\\\  ius*  *°  keep  up  the  old  Northwest- 
ern reputation  /7 <\^^y^  Jl  \  ^or  soPn'sf'ca^'oni  9°^  bracelets 
and  a  match-  /  ^v  y^^^^r  ing  necklace  with  flexible  bamboo 
links  .  .  .  Then,   V;— -S^^^  I've   been   hearing   about  this   Harriet 


Hubbard  Ayer   make 

selected  by  girls  of  ten  leading  univer- 
forget  that  and  it  won't  be  too  heavy 
especially  for  airplane  travel  .  .  .  And, 
dark  handsome  boy  with  dreamy  eyes, 
to  him  that  I'd 
w     gift 


up  kit,  the  campus  carryall  that  was 
sities  to  fit  a  co-ed's  needs.  Please  don't 
if  you  fly  down  because  it's  lightweight, 
if  you  see  a  tall, 
you  might  mention 
adore  one  of  those 
boxes    with     morn- 


ing, evening  and  date  stockings,  and  besides  that 

Metoile  evening  bag  just  the  shade  of  my 

golden  locks  .  .  .  So,  thank  you  very  much, 

Mr.  Claus,  and  I'll  be  looking  for  you  soon. 

And,  oh  yes,  if  you  should  happen  to  run  into  my  folks  anywhere,  you 
might  pass  this  letter  on  to  them  .  .  .  Merry  Christmas  to  you  and  Mrs. 
Claus. 


Gifts  from  Carton  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


<=Jjear  Vl/\rs.  L^iaud: 


My  girl  believes  in  Santa  Claus  so  it's  only  right  that  I  should,  too.     I  just  thought  I'd  write  you,  Mrs. 

Om  Claus  (because  if  you're  like  my  ma  you  open  the   Old   Man's  mail)   and   give 

,/  .-, ,  ,  c   >,  »  you  a  few  ideas  for  some  collegiate  gifts  for  a  Northwestern  fellow,  just  in  case 

t^^^^g^r  she,  my  girl,  comes  a  huntin'  for  suggestions.  .  .  . 

First  of  all,  my  roommate  wants  me  to  mention  studs  for  my  new  tails.    He  says  there's  no  reason  why 
we  both  shouldn't  be  able  to  go  out  on  the  same  night,  if  I  work  it  right  in  this  letter 


Now,  a  camera  would  be  swe 
picture.  Then,  too,  a  pipe 


a  nice  small  one 


that    would    take    any    candid 


on  to  my  keys. 


would  be  an  impressive  gift,  especially  for  a  senior 
like  myself.  It  would  make  me  feel  the  weight  of  my  many  years.  While  I'm  thinking  of  smoking, 
though,  I  know  what  I  should  mention  .  .  .  one  of  those  doggy  cigarette 
cases  with   lighter  which   slips  right   out   of  the   bloomin'   case.    Of  course, 

a   billfold  set,   one  of  those   pigskin   kind  with  key  case  to  match,  would  be 
swell    for    Christmas,    /^^s/ V  /  \1    At   least,    I'll   be   able  to   hold 

When  you  know  your         /  ^~^C       N  \\     girl  real  well,  I  guess  it's  all  right 

to     suggest     more     personal     things     like     a 

sweater,   or   a   jacket,   or  even   a    robe.    I 

saw  a  swell  imported  sweater  I  know  we 

would  like.  Then  there  was  that  flannel  robe 

of  bold  plaids  which  would  always  impress  the  fraternity  brothers,  no  end, 
with  one's  elegance.  But  that's  not  all,  you  might  tell  her  about  those  corduroy  sport  jackets  with 
four  pockets,  a  belt,  and  high  collar  that  would  really  make  one  be  a  Don  Juan  on  the  campus. 
Thanks,  Mrs.  Claus,  you  would  really  be  swell  if  you  could 

set  my  girl  straight  on  this  gift  question  and,  you  know,  vX/UUg^    ^MULLUJU/IUAUX* 

sort  of  steer  her  away  from  ties  and  handkerchiefs.  A  NortnWGStern  Man 


Gifts  from  Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co 
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IMITATION    OF    LIFE 


By  MO  and  JO 


AFTER  shooting  our  whole  wad 
on  our  last  column,  and  hav- 
ing both  you  and  ourselves 
lose  our  respective  shirts  on  our  pre- 
dictions, we  are  back  again  with  some 
more  inside  "dope"  on  our  so  called 
society  moguls. 

While  looking  for  choice  bargains 
up  at  Madison  on  the  weekend  of 
October  30th,  we  saw  several  of  our 
campus  prominents  frolicking  away 
from  home.  Notable  among  these 
luminaries  was  R.  E.  Good,  seen  at 
12:00,  noon,  hatless  and  without  outer 
garments,  calmly  directing  traffic  in 
front  of  the  state  capitol,  stopping 
occasional  motorists  to  ask  where  his 
double  buddies,  Senator  Delancey 
and  J.   M.   Phalen,    were. 

John  Connery,  prominent  hotel 
man  and  member  of  Delta  Tau  Delta, 
was  confined  mostly  to  his  head- 
quarters in  the  Hotel  Belmont,  but 
when  he  finally  did  venture  out,  he 
was  seen  in  an  informal  get-together 
with  a  group  of  fair  damosels  from 
Milwaukee  who  hung  out  around 
Room  909.  All  this  time,  Miss  Ruth 
(Jerk)  Joyce  of  the  D.  G.  Homestead 
was  wandering  around  halls  looking 
at  the  world  through  green  eyes. 
The  choice  trophy  of  the  weekend 
was  brought  back  by  Chet  Johnson 
of  the  Sig  house  in  the  form  of  a 
beagle  hound.  To  date,  Chet  hasn't 
been  able  to  find  out  what  a  beagle 
is  and  what  it  is  used  for. 

With  the  Illinois  game  and  Home- 
coming, the  campus  bowed  to  the 
Frolics,  to  a  better  than  usual  lot 
of  house  decorations,  and  a  great 
dance  sponsored  by  that  little  dyna- 
mo, Gidge  Noyes,  Kappa  Alpha 
Theta.  Of  course  we  were  glad  to 
see  those  sons  and  daughters  of  the 
Aunt  Polly  of  former  years  back  in 
the  persons  of  Jerry  Flanagan,  Holly 
Peck,  Al  Lind,  Bev  Corlett,  Bob 
Soman,  and  "Stars"  Hennessey. 
Those  chums  of  yester-years  and  our 
buddies  of  today  coupled  together 
made  for  an  exciting  weekend. 
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Kay  "Tex"  Ware  is  one  plebe  that's 
doing  all  right.  Since  the  D.  U.- 
D.  G.  walkout,  she  has  become  the 
prize  plum  of  the  Delta  U.  pledge 
class  not  to  mention  three  or  four 
of  the  older  and  more  mature  (?) 
actives. 

Flashes  from  night  life  along  State 
street  tell  us  that  Malcolm  Banner- 
man  has  assumed  the  title  of  Right 
Reverend,  and  is  now  conducting 
Sunday  School  classes  for  those  poor 
misguided  creatures  of  an  idle  mo- 
ment. 


After  years  of  retiring  and  un- 
assuming seclusion,  the  Thetas  have 
ventured  to  take  a  step  in  the  right 
direction  socially.  The  lid  is  off  and 
the  brazen  hussies  are  now  to  be 
seen  at  such  places  as  the  3500  Club, 
Tullys',  and  other  spots  where  the 
rest  of  the  campus  congregates.  Teh! 
Teh!  What  will  the  next  generation  be 
doing? 

To  prove  that  romance  blooms 
even  in  the  hearts  of  those  mighty 
men  of  the  gridiron,  we  observe: 
Mike  Calvano  here  and  there  with 
Henrietta  Holmes;  "Streaky"  Swisher 
and  Janice  Hall  still  seemingly  that 
way;    and    that    versatile    end,    Tom 

(Continued    on    Page    33) 


He 


Daddy 


w  Jlavyj} 


%  Jim  Taylor  and  Georgia  Kasischke 
:ertainly  are  enjoying  it  all. 


•  Sally  Douc 
las  comes  do' 
the  isle  as  t 
critical  eyes 
the  a  u  diem 
looks  on. 


•  Three  smiling  beauties.  The  empress,  Joy  Hawley, 
in  the  center  and  her  maids  of  honor.  Eugenya  Hawkins 
on  the  left  and  Ruth  Marcus  on  the  right:  This  photo  was 
snapped  immediately  after  the  presentation. 


•  Action  —  Speed  —  Zip.  Ruth  Edwards  puts  it  in 
reverse  as  her  opponents  change  the  direction  of  the 
puck. 


Jane  Silman,    Lee  Jefferies  and   Bonnie   Mae   Rae 
are  all  set  to  chuck  it. 


©  "Swing  it 
babe,  swing  it." 
June  Peterson 
and  Lee  Jefferies 
do  a  bit  of  swing- 
ing. 


©  Bright  sunshine  and  crisp  autumn  air  bring  the  girls 
out  for  the  fast  game  of  Field  Hockey.  With  high 
spirits,  Marjorie  Ziegler  approaches  the  fray. 


HOTO 


•  The  capable  instructress, 
Miss  Briggs,  in  white  slacks, 
cautions  Helen  McGurn  to  keep 
that  stick  close  to  the  ground. 


•  Marjorie  Ziegler  is  just  shoot- 
ing the  puck  into  the  "bucket." 
Frances  Jordan  is  right  behind 
in  case  she  should  "drop  it." 


•    "Oh  gee  would  I  ever,"  exclaims  Dorothy  Man- 
dabach   to  an  obvious  question. 

Photos   on   this   page   by   courtesy   of   Evanston    Photographic, 
Weilepp,    Rutherford   and    Batter. 


•  Theodore  Koch, 
head  of  the  library, 
Walter  Dill  Scott, 
president  of  the  uni- 
versity, and  H.  G. 
Wells,  take  part  in 
a  tree  planting  cere- 
mony. 


•  The  girls  of  the 
Alpha  Omicron  Pi 
house  indulge  in  a 
bit  of  refreshment 
before  calling  it  a 
day. 


Setting  r 
big   i 
Martha    F 

adjusts     v 
Hoff's  coiffi. 


RHAPSODY   IN 


»«« iHS 


Patricia  W}?lie,  A     ,   Kappa 


appa 


Gamma,   mi^ht  just  as  well    sa^   ^es    because   Ned   Landis, 


Phi    Gamma   Delta,   isn  t   |oin^   to   take    arrg    other 


answer    rrom    an^  one    so     y  nan 


Paul  Stone-Raymor  Photo 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


vou    nave    Doris     Caesar,    Alpha     Phi, 


Donald   Brings,   Si^ma   Chi,   but  vou   also 


snaz    ski-to^s     that   will    do    their   bit. 


Paul  Stone-Raymor  Photo 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


^INFO  RMATION^j 


Just  make  a  mental  or  penciled  note  of  all  the  questions  on  the 
men's  side  of  your  gift  list — then  come  to  the  Men's  Store  and  wan- 
der through  its  spacious  aisles.  You'll  be  amazed  at  how  quickly,  al- 
most as  if  by  magic,  a  check  will  appear  after  each  questioned  name. 


For  here  you'll  find  the  kind  of  gifts  that  men  set  great  store  by 
— an  impressive  collection  of  them  that  runs  well  into  the  hundreds. 
Each  and  every  one  of  them  is  possessed  of  what  it  takes  in  quality, 
interest  or  utility  to  put  you  in  good  repute  as  a  talented  and  well- 
informed  gifter.  Looking  out,  as  we  do,  day  in  and  day  out,  for  the 
wants  of  men  particular  in  their  taste,  and  not  given  to  surrounding 
themselves  with  the  ordinary  and  conventional,  the  chance  of  your 
going  wrong  in  what  you  give  him  is  less  than  zero,  if  you  make  your 
selection  in  the  Men's  Store. 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO 


Tlie  Mf 


Al-onroe  at    W  abash 
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POETS' 
CORNER 

By  MARGE  WILDING 
Dilemma 

My  buzzer  rings:  I  know  he's  there. 
Oh,   Lord,   why  did   I  wash   my   hair? 
My  eyes  are  wet  'cause  my  hair's  not 

dry. 
The  little  minutes  scurry  by. 

"I'll  be  right  down!"  I  gayly  say 
And  curse  the  sun  that  bore  this  day. 
I  can't  go  down  for  hours  yet 
And  all  because  my  damn  wig's  wetl 

Walt  Whitman 

A    pledge   said,    "What   is    a    Beta," 

coming  to  me  with  wondering  eyes. 
How  could  I  answer  the  pledge?  I  do 

not   know   what   one    is   any    more 

than  she. 
We    all   work   onward    and    onward — 

no  one  collapses. 
And  to  get  a  Beta  is  different  from 

what  anyone  supposes,  and  luckier. 

Veschel  Lindsay 

Where  have  you  been? 
Where  have  you  been? 
Where  have  you  been? 
Where  have  you  been? 


Who   Said    It? 


(See  Answers  on   Page  41) 

1.  "All  is  fair  in  love  and  war." 

HITLER  T.  E.  SMEDLEY  SHAKESPEARE  VOLTAIRE 

2.  "Home  is  the  girl's  prison  and  the  woman's  workhouse." 

BERNARD  SHAW  MARJORIE  HILLIS  NOEL  COWARD  L.   BARRYMORE 

3.  "Hell,  Heaven,  or  Hoboken  by  Christmas!" 

J.  BENNY  LESLIE  HOWARD  GEN.  PERSHING  OGDEN   NASH 

4.  "Bad  men  live  that  they  may  eat  and  drink,  whereas  good  men  eat  and 
drink  that  they  may  live." 

PLATO  PLUTARCH  BACON  SOCRATES 

5.  "The  way  to  a  man's  stomach  is  through  his  stomach." 

LADY  ESTHER  FANNY  FERN  MARGO  B.  LILLIE 

6.  "It  went  in  one  ear  and  out  the  other." 

JOHN  HEYWOOD  SHAKESPEARE  DE  QUINCEY  H.  G.  WELLS 

7.  "We  chat  together;  he  gives  me  his  prescriptions;  I  never  follow  them, 
and  so  I  get  well." 

MONTAIGNE  IRVIN  S.  COBB  MOLIERE  GOLDSMITH 

"It  is  not  best  to  swap  horses  while  crossing  the  river." 

HOOVER  ('32)  ROOSEVELT  ('36)  LINCOLN  JEFFERSON 

"No  man  but  a  blockhead  ever  wrote  except  for  money." 


10 


SINCLAIR  LEWIS  WALTER  WINCHELL  ED  BURNS  JOHNSON 

"When  in  Rome  do  as  the  Romans  do." 

HITLER  ADDISON  STEELE  ST.  AMBROSE 

"The  sun  never  sets  upon  my  empire." 

BILL  STIVASON  HENRY  VI 1 1  PHILIP  II  GEORGE  III 

"He  was  a  bold  man  who  first  swallowed  an  oyster." 

H.  BROUN  BOB  BURNS  JAMES  I  CONFUSCIOUS 


Carl  Sandburg 

The  fraternity  pin  is  gone. 

He   what   gave  the  fraternity   pin   is 
gone. 

She  what  wore   the   fraternity   pin  is 
gone. 

And  the  fraternity  pin  is  gone. 
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Fred  Trenkle 

F 

3 

166 

6' 

Bloomington 

Jalte   Nagode 

c 

3 

166 

6'2" 

Waukegan 

Mike  McMichael 

F 

3 

175 

6' 

DesMoines,  Iowa 

Jean  Smith 

C 

3 

160 

6'3" 

Logansport,  Indiana 

Jack  Woy 

c 

3 

160 

6'2" 

Chicago  (Senn) 

Art    Gerken 

G 

3 

170 

6'2" 

Chicago  (Lake  View) 

Lynn   Wimmer 

F 

2 

162 

6'l" 

Chicago  (Roosevelt) 

Cleo   Diehl 

G 

2 

180 

6'l" 

East  Chicago 

Bob  Voights 

G 

2 

195 

5'll" 

Evanstcn 

Bob   Koble 

F 

1 

185 

6'l" 

Valparaiso,   Indiana 

Parry   Feaman 

G 

2 

180 

6' 

Wilmette 

Jay   Laskay 

F 

180 

6'l" 

Lorain,  Ohio 

Jack   Ryan 

G 

181 

5'9" 

Milwaukee,  Wis. 

Bus  Owens 

F 

167 

5'9" 

Ames,  Iowa 

John  Hamon 

F 

199 

6'2" 

Naperville 

Lester  Harmon 

G 

165 

6'l" 

Chicago  (Austin) 

Charlie   Melchoir 

F 

155 

6' 

Jasper,  Indiana 

Ad   Vance 

G 

190 

6'2" 

Logansport,  Indiana 

Bob  Saley 

G 

168 

6' 

Hampton,  Iowa 

Don  Turner 

G 

175 

5' 10" 

La  Grange 

Bob  Trusdell 

G 

165 

6' 

Evanston 

Bernard   Davis 

F 

2 

170 

6' 

Chicago  (Lindbloom) 

Jim    Bitting 

F 

1 

166 

6'l" 

Grand  Haven,  Michigan 

Shakespeare 

To  fall  or  not  fall 

that  is  the  question. 
Whether   'tis  nobler  in   the   mind  to 

Ignore  a  Navy  uniform, 
Or  to  fall  hard,  and  by  falling, 

follow  the  rest. 


Cigarettes 

The  life  of  a  cigarette  is  short, 

dramatic. 
Not  a   one  exists  but  is  touched   by 

someone's  lips. 
The  last  kiss  is  as  long  as  the  first  and 

the  in-between  ones  tender. 
The  best  of  all  .  .  . 
Each  dies  before  it  sees  another  take 

its  place. 
To  Hell  with  you  if  you  care  not — 
To  Hell  with  you  if  you  leave  me. 
But  Hell  is  a  happy,  burning  place, 
So  don't  come  there  to  grieve  me. 
I'll  be  in  Hell  before  you,  dear, 
I'll  be  announced  there  soon. 
So  Heaven  is  the  place  for  you, 
On  a  cold,  gold  moon. 
Oh,  do  not  follow  me  to  Hell, 
Oh,  do  not  search  me  there. 
Oh,  go  to  Heaven  if  love  has  fled, 
But  to  Hell  with  you  if  you  care! 
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lor  JVlen  Only 

No    Skirt/  Allowed 


Stumped  and  in  a  dither  'cause  you  don't  know  what  lo  give  "her"? 
Gentlemen,  your  solution  lies  near  at  hand.  On  the  second  floor,  right 
in  your  own  happy  hunting  grounds,  is  the  "For  Men  Only  Shop."  This 
haven  for  harried  gift  givers  is  well  stocked  with  gifts  "for  her" — gifts 
selected  l>y  our  style  and  fashion  experts  and  assembled  in  one  place  to 
simplify  your  selection.  Most  of  them  you'll  find  will  set  you  back  a  mere 
trifle  in  comparison  with  the  impression  they  make,  and  all  come  in 
glamorous  gift  wrappings. 


J.  ne  JV\_en  s  CriH  Opens 
Its  Anns  to  L,adies 


The  Men's  drill  has  lined  up  its  most  appetizing  bait  in  its  brisk  holiday 
season  menus  which  the  ladies  have  an  opportunity  to  test  on  Saturday 
afternoon  when  escorted,  and  evenings  for  dinner  until  7  o'clock,  from 
December  11th  to  23rd,  when  the  store  will  be  open  until  eight.  The  tree 
will  be  trimmed  and  the  fire  going,  everything  to  make  you  comfortable 
when  you  plan  your  joint  shopping  expeditions. 


Xor  trie   .Doubtful    Civer 
Carson  s   (jilt    Certificate 


Here's  a  most  welcome  idea  for  the  giver  who  is  in  doubt — Carson's  Mer- 
chandise (iift  Certificates.  They  are  redeemable  anywhere  in  the  store, 
and  may  be  purchased  on  the  first  floor.  Men's  Store;  State  Street 
building,  first  floor.  North  room;  Cashier's  office,  second  floor. 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO 


Malcolm   Bannerman,   Delta  Tau 


prettv  rancv     order   with    Santa 


Delta,    is    placing  a 


tut    Pk-gllis    Murphy 


Alpha    Chi     Omesia,   looks     happ^    about    the   whole    thin^. 


Paul  Stone-Raymor  Photo 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


part£,    whatever    the     band, 


mucn     more     swm 


i,    and    sturr     with 


Junie     Qri|^s,    Phi    Kappa    Psi,    and   the    lovely    hefurred 


Nancy     Powell,    Pi  Beta  Phi,    among!   those    present. 


Paul  Stone-Raymor  Photc 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


#  The  Gaylene  sisters  entertain 
Northwestern's  nightlifers  in  a  fea- 
ture of  the  Drake's  floor  show. 


9  Unbeknowingly  did  the  Delta  Gamma's  erect 
a  Homecoming  monument  to  the  braves  of  Illinois 
who  scalped  the  roaring  wildcats  jLiat  Saturday 
afternoon. 


K. 


•  Jane  DeMand 
rides  atop  the  Alpha 
Xi  Delta  float. 


•  Sophistication 
plus  as  portrayed  by 
Virginia  Wienhoeber 
and  Duke  Blackburn 
in  the  Beta  Theta  Pi- 
Alpha  Omicron  Pi 
combination  act  in 
the  Homecoming 
Frolics. 


•  Confidently  the  Beta  Theta  Pi 
steamroller  flattened  the  Orange 
and  Blue  during  the  morning 
Homecoming  parade  with  their 
float  which  won  first  prize  in  the 
fraternity  group. 


PHOTOS     AND    LAYOUT    BY     HEISMAI 


•  Although  we  don't  like  punt 
in  particular  we  have  no  objection 
to  the  looks  of  these  D.  G's. 


O  While  at  the  frolics  a  marvelous  Northwestern  fo< 
ball  squad  tommyhawked  the  squaws  of  Illinois  and  he 
celebrate   their  victory. 


mm 


ALUMNI 


'£ 


•   Quin  Ryan,  master  of 
ceremonies. 


•  "Thousands  of  people — a  bon-fire  that  can  be  seen  for  a  mile,"  so 
spake  Quin  Ryan  over  the  coast-to-coast  hook-up.  Students,  alumni  and 
fans  gathered  around  the  huge  bon-fire  at  the  pep  meeting  held  at 
Roycemore  field,  November  5. 


le  of  the  boys  does  a  bit  of  read- 
■om  a  loose  page  of  Sears  and 
Uck  catalog. 


anet  Kenschulte,  Dorothea  Stuchlik  and  Charlotte 
>s  sail  smoothly  through  to  second  place  in  the, 
e  awards. 


W  11 

5th 

#    A    bevy   of   beautiful    Alpha    Chi    Omegas   at   the    Frolics. 


#  Two  lovely  girls  on  two  lovely  horses  pulling  one  lovely 
float. 


PHOTOS 


N    D        L  A 


•  The  Falstaff  of  NBC     Harold  Peary. 


BY         H     E     I    S     M     A 

•  Betty  Lou  Gersen,  Philip 
and  Pat  Murphy,  the  male  stai 
of  the  program,  give  the  cus 
tomers  their  money's  worth  ir 
a  tense  moment. 


•  A  pyramid  cave-in 
is  produced  right  in  the 
studio  with  bricks,  etc. 


•  Terror  a  la  Gersen. 
Betty  Lou  Gersen,  fem- 
inine lead  in  "Lights 
Out,"  throws  her  body 
and  soul  into  it. 


•  The  gong,  individu- 
alistic theme  of  the 
program,  and  not  near- 
ly as  weired  looking  as 
it  sounds. 


•  Arch  Oboler,  author 
of  "Lights  Out," 
pounds  out  his  next 
week's  script. 


•  It's  "lights  out"  all  over  the 
campus  at  I  I  o'clock  every  Wednes- 
day evening  when  the  greater  part 
of  the  students  drop  their  books  or 
roll  over  in  bed  to  listen  to  the  scary, 
but  popular  radio  feature. 


•  Howard  Keagen, 
producer- director  of 
"Lights  Out,"  and  By- 
ron Spears,  engineer, 
supervise  the  program. 
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MIDNIGHT 
ADVENTURE 

(Continued  from   Page   I  I  ) 

ently.  Taking  my  hand,  she  led  me 
over  the  creaking  floor  to  the  door. 
Opening  it  a  crack,  we  peered 
through.  At  the  far  end  of  the  cor- 
ridor Marge  was  just  closing  the 
drawer  of  a  small  end  table  on  which 
rested  a  French  telephone.  As  we 
watched  she  tiptoed  lightly  back  and 
entered  the  room  opposite  us.  The 
door  closed  behind  her.  Stepping 
over  to  the  window  I  poked  my  head 
out  and  quickly  withdrew  it. 

"Our  friend,  Charon,  is  coming 
up,  too,"  I  rapped,  hastening  back 
to  Dorothy  at  the  door.  "Let's  get 
out  of  here." 


Dot  saw  the  wisdom  in  this.  She 
swung  open  the  heavy  door  and  we 
stepped  into  the  corridor.  The 
vast  barn  was  as  silent  as  a  tomb. 
Pulling  the  door  to,  we  sped  toward 
the  end  of  the  hall. 

"This  is  my  room,"  announced 
Dot,  halting  before  the  last  door  on 
the  left.  She  inserted  a  key  in  the 
lock,  swung  open  the  door,  and 
pulled  me  inside.  She  closed  the 
door  until  only  a  crack  remained 
through  which  we  could  see  the  room 
we  had  just  vacated. 

"Where's  your  roommate?"  I 
mouthed  close  to  Dot's  ear. 

"She  went  to  Elgin,  visiting,  over 
the  weekend,"  replied  Dot.  She 
was    about   to    add    more   when    the 

(Continued    on    Page    30) 


LUVAfA 


Hello,  Robert  Taylor 


Where 
do 

we 
go? 

• 

To  the 

VILLA 
MMETRE 

1657  Sheridan  Road 

WILMETTE,  ILLINOIS 

No  Man's  Land 

Between  Wilmette 
and  Kenilworth 


Where  delicious  barbe- 
cue chicken  and  other 
sandwiches  are  served. 
Will  I  meet  you  in  the 
beautiful  Spanish  Villa 
after  school,  the  dance 
or  the  theatre? 


GOOD  EATS 

AND 

PROMPT 
SERVICE 
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MIDNIGHT 
ADVENTURE 

(Continued  from   Page  29) 

door  we  were  watching  swung  part 
way  open  and  our  pursuer,  a  swar- 
thy, heavy  jowled  man  in  a  dark 
slouch  hat,  looked  furtively  up  and 
down  the  corridor  and  then  step- 
ped quickly  across  the  hall  to  the 
room  which  Marge  had  entered.  He 
entered  also,  without  knocking. 

Dot  raised  her  eyebrows.  "Must 
have  been   here  before." 

"There's  something  fishy  going  on 
here,"  I  declared.  "Let's  see  what's 
in  the  mystery  package." 

Stepping  out  again  into  the 
morgue-like  silence  of  the  corridor, 
I  carefully  drew  out  the  drawer  of 
the  semi-circular  table.  Dot  picked 
out  the  white  wrapped  package  and 
gave  it  to  me  to  break  the  string. 
Unfolding  the  paper,  Dot  brought  to 
view  dozens  of  little  paper  cartons. 
I  tore  one  open  and  two  cigarettes 
rolled  into  my  palm.  I  scrutinized 
one  closely  while  Dot  gazed  intently 


at  my  elbow.  They  were  loosely 
rolled,  home-made  fashion  and  had 
no  brand  mark  on  the  wrapper.  I 
tore  one  in  two  and  smelled  the 
dried  weed. 

"Marihuana,  I'll  bet,"  I  exclaimed, 
turning  my  gaze  to  Dot  for  confir- 
mation. 

"Really,  though?"  Her  eyes 
sparkled  with  excitement.  "How  do 
you  know?" 

"I  can't  be  sure  ..."  I  murmured 
dubiously.  "Let  us  go  on  down  the  cor- 
ridor to  our  friend  Marge's  room  and 
do  a  little  Walter  Winchelling." 

We  moved  noiselessly  over  the 
carpet  of  the  dimly  lighted  hall. 
Reaching  the  door,  I  brought  my  ear 
close  to  the  aged  varnish.  A  spir- 
ited conversation,  plainly  audible  to 
me,  was  in  progress  beyond  the  door. 
I  motioned  Dot  to  kneel  down  be- 
side me.  Marge  was  speaking  loud- 
ly, apparently  reckless  of  the  late 
hour  and  the  danger  of  arousing 
some  one. 

"...  knew  something  hellish  was 
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7%: 


8: 


CHRISTMAS 
OFFER! 

6  Remaining  Parrots  for  $1.00 
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going  on  here  for  the  past  several 
weeks.  Some  of  the  girls  whom  you 
took  on  that  weekend  party  at  this 
half-breed's  house  last  week  have 
been  whispering  about  the  wild  time 
they  had,  and  they  mentioned  some 
new  kind  of  cigarette  with  a  bigger 
kick  ..." 

"You  fool!"  Snarled  the  heavy- 
jowled  one.  "Why  didn't  you  warn 
those  kids  to  keep  quiet?" 

"How  the  hell  did  I  know  they 
were  going  to  blab  to  little  Miss 
Pinkerton  here?"  snapped  a  third 
voice  equally  irate.  Dot  told  me  it 
was  Beverly  McCannes,  Marge's 
roommate. 

"Go  on!"  commanded  the  man, 
obviously  to  Marge.  "How  much  do 
you  know  about  this?" 

"It  will  all  come  in  due  time,"  re- 
plied Marge  with  irritating  coolness. 
"To  resume:  I  followed  8.  last  Wed- 
nesday when  she  picked  up  the  last 
shipment.  And  today  when  a  tele- 
gram come  for  you,  B.,  I  opened  it 
and  learned  about  tonight's  deliv- 
ery. So  I  crept  down  the  fire  es- 
cape, as  you  did  before,  signalled 
our  unshaven  friend  here,  and  am 
now  in  the  possession  of  a  very  in- 
teresting package — interesting  to  the 
police,  I'm  sure." 

"Where  is  it,  you  meddling  little 
idiot?"  growled  the  man. 

"You  shore  better  quit  wavin'  that 
hardware  around,  cactus-face," 
drawled  Marge  evenly  in  an  imita- 
tion Western  accent.  Then  her  tone 
became  softer:  B.,  I've  lived  for 
three  months  with  you  and  I  want  to 
give  you  a  chance.  You  pack  your 
stuff  and  get  out  of  here  tonight  to- 
gether with  ..." 

"Why  you  audacious  bratl"  spit 
out  Beverly.  "You  seem  to  have  for- 
gotten who  has  the  gun." 

"Let  him  shoot,"  said  Marge.  "The 
two  night  watchmen  at  the  main  en- 
trance would  nab  him  before  he  got 
off  this  floor.  You  .  .  ."  Her  fearless 
speech  stopped  abruptly  and  several 
gurgled  exclamations  mingled  with 
the  shuffling  of  feet  told  us  that  a 
struggle  was  in  progress  behind  the 
heavy  door. 

(Continued    on    Page    32) 
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"I  WONDER" 

Of  all  the  things  I  wonder 
I'll  tell  you  but  a  few, 
Because  they're  all  so  common 
You  probably  wonder,  too. 

I  wonder  why  the  birds  sing 
On  mornings  cold  and  gray; 
I  wonder  why  the  magpies  'talk' 
And  what  they  have  to  say. 

I  wonder  if  the  ground  hog  knows 
Just  when  it  will  be  hot, 
And  if  he  does,  I  wonder  now — 
Is  spring  close  by  or  not? 

I  wonder  why  at  sea  one  gets 
So  seasick  and  refrains 
From  all  activities  and  such 
That  might  be  done  on  trains. 

I  wonder  if  the  seagulls 

Can  ever  really  'see'; 

I  wonder,  "Are  there  any  leaves 

Upon  a  family  tree?" 

I  wonder  if  the  Thousand   Isles 
Are  really  such  a  number; 
I  wonder  if  the  'oaken  bucket' 
Is  made  of  that  same  lumber. 

I  wonder  why  it's  always  said — 
"Curiosity  killed  the  cat." 
I  realize  that  I'm  curious — 
But  I'm  still  alive  at  that! 

Marjorie  Steinberg 
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MIDNIGHT 
ADVENTURE 

(Continued  from  Page  30) 
"Gag  her  with  this  handkerchief," 
came  Beverly's  subdued  voice.  The 
audible  manifestations  of  the  strug- 
gle increased  as  she  added,  "and 
you  can  bind  her  hands  and  feet 
with  these  belts."  Then  the  sounds  of 
Marge  wrestling  with  her  captors 
stopped  except  for  an  occasional 
thump  as  of  a  shoe  striking  the  floor. 

"Let's  get  her  out  of  her  and 
dispose  of  her.  You  can  look  for  the 
reefers  when  you  get  back,"  said  the 
man.  "Can  we  go  down  this  escape?" 

"There's  too  much  light  on  this 
side  of  the  building.  Use  the  same 
one  you  came  up." 

"O.K.  You  go  ahead  and  see  if 
the  way's  clear.  I'll  follow  with  our 
rash  friend." 

I  quickly  raised  Dot  to  her  feet  and 
hustled  her  across  the  hall  into  the 
vacant  room  which  both  hunter  and 
hunted  had  been  using  as  an  ante- 
chamber. Closing  the  door  behind 
me,  I  stepped  over  to  the  desk  and 
picked  up  the  lamp  which  rested  on 
it.  With  the  heavy  iron  base  in  my 
hand  I  felt  much  more  secure.  I 
steered  Dot  to  the  hinged  side  of  the 
door.  Pressing  close  against  her  with 
the  lamp  held  high  over  my  head, 
I  admonished  her  to  keep  silent  iust 
as  the  door  across  the  hall  creaked 
open.    Footsteps   patted   outside. 

The  door  by  our  side  opened, 
shielding  us  from  the  intruder's  view. 
Beverly  stepped  on  inside  and,  bare- 
ly glancing  about  the  dark  room, 
crossed  to  the  window  and  peered 
out  cautiously.  The  door  of  her  room 
snicked  shut  and  heavy  footsteps 
moved  to  our  door.  As  the  man 
passed  the  edge  of  the  door,  I  saw 
in  the  light  that  rolled  in  from  the 
hall  Marge,  still  struggling  impotent- 
ly,  slung  over  his  shoulder;  and  then, 
as  Beverly  turned  from  the  window 
and,  catching  sight  of  me,  parted 
her  lips  to  utter  a  warning  to  her 
companion,  my  arms  descended  in  a 
swift,  powerful  blow. 


It  was  three  thirty  before  the  po- 
lice finally  departed  and  we  realized 
that  our  noctural  adventure  was  fin- 
ished. The  police  had  seemed  ex- 
tremely pleased  to  receive  the  man 
whom  I  called  Charon  but  whom  they 
recognized  as  "Muggles"  Grant,  a 
widely  known  marihuana  peddler.  The 
night  watchman  had  been  equally 
glad  to  be  relieved  of  his  company, 
although  he  was  groggy  from  the 
blow  I  had  given  him  and  quite  harm- 
less. The  Inspector  in  charge  com- 
plimented Marge  and  Dot  and  I  pro- 
fusely on  our  coolheadedness,  our 
sense  of  civic  duty,  and  went  on  to 
praise  us  with  more  superlative 
phrases  borrowed  from  the  Girl  and 
Boy  Scout  oaths.  We  grinned  and 
blushed  and  made  deprecating  ges- 
tures. But  in  spite  of  Marge's  inter- 
cession for  her  roommate,  they  took 
Beverly  with  them  to  prefer  charges 
of  dope  peddling  against  her.  Marge 
thanked  us  for  saving  her  life,  and 
admitted  that  her  actions  had  a 
trace  of  foolhardiness,  but  she  liked 
Beverly,  she  explained,  and  had  want- 
ed to  get  her  out  of  trouble  without 
anyone  knowing. 

"That  kid's  got  a  big  heart  and  no 
nerves,"  I  said,  as  Marge  trotted  up 
the  stairs  to  her  room  waving  aside 
the  offers  of  several  girls  to  sleep 
with  them  after  her  terrifying  expe- 
rience. 

"She  always  has  had,"  agreed  Dot, 
"but  what  about  you.    You   .  .  ." 

I  grasp  her  chin  firmly  in  my  hands 
and  stopped  her  lips  with  mine. 

It  happened  one  night, 

In  the  dim,  dusky  light; 

I  tried  to  do  right, 

But,   dammit,    I   smeared   my   lipstick. 

Charlie  Tepper  who  has  a  perfectly 
legitimate  mustache  was  doing  some 
first  class  cheering  at  the  last  foot- 
ball game.  Some  of  the  interested 
fans  behind  yelled,  "Down  in  front!" 
His  pride  hurt,  he  turned  around 
and  retorted,  "That's  not  down,  that's 
a  mustache." 
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Impressions  of  Christmas 

Red-faced  Santa  Clauses  in  de- 
partment stores  cautiously  rearrang- 
ing the  pillows  that  are  their  stomachs 
.  .  .  The  blinking  lights  of  festive  trees 
casting  colored  patterns  on  unbroken 
drifts  of  snow  .  .  .  Spicy,  Christmas 
smells  seeping  upward  from  the  kitch- 
en and  pervading  all  the  house  .  .  . 
Being  dragged  out  of  a  warm  bed  at 
some  ungodly  hour  Christmas  morn- 
ing by  the  younger  members  of  the 
family  .  .  .  White  breath  .  .  .  Red 
mittens  over  already  frost-bitten 
hands,  so  tired  of  shoveling  snow  .  .  . 
Another  monstrosity  of  a  necktie  from 
Aunt   Minnie;   will    she    never   learn? 

Ye  Olde  Christmas  Spirit 

Fat  Santas  stand  on  corners 

Breathing  white  breath 

and  clanging  pleading  bells; 

Give. 

Friends  and  relatives  loom  up 

from  their  year's  oblivion. 

Remember  what  they  gave  you  last 

year; 

Give. 

Give  till  it  hurts,  and 

it  does  hurt. 

Your  purse  won't  jingle 

for  months. 

You'll  be  broke  into  May — 

And  all  for  one  day! 

But  it's  Christmas,  so  go  on  and 

Give. 

Sometimes  I  go  without  combing  my 

hair  for  days; 
I  like  to  do  that.  When  I  do, 
I   put  away  all   my  make-up  and   go 

about  a  la  naturelle. 
Then  I  look  at   all  the  other  women 

and  think  .  .  . 
"Gawd!  How  they  paint!" 

And  then  sometimes  I  think  it's  fun 

To  look  my  very  very  best: 

And  I  powder  and  rouge  and  do  my 

hair  a  new  way. 
Then    I    look    at    other    women    and 

think  .  .  . 
"Gawd!  How  can  ihey  run  around  so 

nude,  without  their  faces  on!" 
MARGERY  WILDING 


IMITATION  OF  LIFE 

(Continued  from  Page   16) 

Eby,  quite  baffled  by  that  forward 
wall  in  the  person  of  Edmona  Hender- 
son. 

In  the  interest  of  continuing  her 
scholarly  pursuits,  Patty  Howe  ex- 
cused herself  at  7:00  P.M.  from  the 
entertaining  (?)  company  of  Hank 
Keitel  and  joined  Jack  Warnock, 
whom  she  has  been  dating  for  a  year, 
on  the  assumption  that  he  was  a 
blind  date.  Imagine  the  embarrass- 
ment all   around! 

While  we're  thinking  of  campus 
characters  you  may  or  may  not  be 
interested  to  know  that  the  deceased 
Bozo  of  D.  U.  fame  has  been  re- 
placed by  a  police  dog  that  answers 
to  Torro.  He's  kinda  old  but  the 
"brothers"  feel  that  if  they  treat  him 


like  they  do  their  gals  he  might  last 
for  a  couple  of  more  years,  we  per- 
sonally doubt  it. 

Since  our  last  printing  several  other 
couples  are  meandering  along  the"old 
ox  road";  poor  fish.  Foremost  among 
these  aquamarines,  class  of  pisces,  are 
Ollie  Babcock  of  Phi  Delt  fame  and 
Marty  Fudge  of  the  K.  K.  G.'s;  fol- 
lowed closely  by  Betty  Foster  and 
Carl  Galds,  who  seemingly  are  that 
way  about  each  other.  From  that 
silver  tongued  chappie,  Joe  Tucker, 
we  find  that  the  reason  for  his  slipping 
from  a  prestige  standpoint  with  Bar- 
bara Trump  is  that  she  doesn't  ap- 
preciate his  somewhat  shady  stories. 
Don't  let  it  fool  you  Joe,  she's  just 
being  coy — she's  rea!ly  human.  Until 
our  next  edition — Moe  and  Joe  say, 
"Sex  is  here  to  stay." 


ALL  RIGHT,  MAYBE  ME  I? 
SHORT  AND  SCRAWNY, 
5UT  HE   SURE  TAKES 
MY   BREATH  AWAY/ 


YOU  MlfcHT  HAVE 
BETTER  LUCK  IF  YOU'D 
TRY  THE5E    LIFE 
SAVERS  THEY'D 
REALLY  TAKE  YOUR 
BREATH   AWAY/ 


MORAL:     \7  s    ,    /: 

Everybody's  breath 
offends  sometimes. ..let 
PEP-O-MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinking 


A  BOX  OF  LIFE  SAVERS  FOR  THE  BEST  WISECRACK! 
What  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on  the  campus  this  week?  For  the 
best  line  submitted  each  month,  there  will  be  a  free  award  of  an  at- 
tractive cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  Flavors. 
Jokes  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this  publication.  This  month's 
award  goes  to  Sid  Chi.    His  winning  joke  appears  on   page  34. 
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ON  A  DISK 

EN  miles  or  so  -from  campus 
Northwestern  swing  "cats"  get 
I  in  the  groove  with  Jimmy  Dorsey. 
Jimmy's  band,  picked  by  one  of  the 
musician's  magazines  as  the  top  swing 
band,  plays  to  a  large  group  of 
Northwestern  weekenders.  June  Rich- 
mond, the  colored  Martha  Rae,  wins 
admiration  and  applause  with  her 
rendition  of  "Peckin1  "  and  "Posin1." 
Jimmy  riffs  off  on  sax  and  clarinet. 
Northwestern  listens  and  is  "sent." 

On  the  recording  of  "It's  the  Nat- 
ural Thing  to  Do,"  and  "After  You," 
both  pieces  being  currently  popular, 
Jimmy  shows  off  excellent  brass  and 
reed.  Bob  Eberle,  Hollywood  ma- 
terial, sets  a  mood  of  romance.  On 
"The  Moon  Got  in  My  Eyes,"  and 
"All  You  Want  to  Do  Is  Dance,"  the 
percussion  work  of  Ray  McKinnley 
is  sure  fire  dixie-land.  Jimmy's  ar- 
rangements all  show  sparkle  and 
originality  lacking  in  so  many  other 
bands.  His  older  platters  show  lots 
of  this  sparkle.  Try  his  "Parade  of  the 
Milk-Bottle  Caps." 

Benny  Goodman  takes  "Veni,  Veni" 
to  a  jam  session  in  a  fast  arrangement 
destined  to  immortalize  this  number. 
The  other  side  has  Lionel  Hampton, 
woodpile  slapper  with  a  "Handful 
of  Keys."  Teddy  Wilson  grabs  off 
a  few  black  and  whites  on  the  piano, 
while  Krupa  has  a  handful  of  percus- 
sions. Benny  blows  the  works  on  clari- 
net. 

Larry  Clinton,  a  fairly  new  find, 
plays  his  own  compositions,  "The  Big 
Dipper,"  and  "Midnight  in  the  Mad- 
house." The  latter  opus  has  an  eerie 
tone  with  a  basic  swing  background. 
Softly  played,  this  number  shows  that 
swing  is  more  than  pepping  up  the 
ol'  jazz  tunes. 

Hal  Kemp  takes  two  tunes  from 
Fred  Astaires  new  picture,  arranges 
them  and  turns  out  a  hit.  "Things 
Are  Looking  Up"  and  "Foggy  Days" 
are  hit  tunes.  "I  Want  to  See  Samoa 


By  PAUL  SPIEGEL 

of  Samoa"  has  a  swell  vocal  by 
Maxine  Gray.  If  Kemp  were  ever 
thus! 

Art  Shaw  has  steadily  improved  his 
band.  The  recording  of  his  theme, 
"Nightmare,"  will  show  you  what  I 
mean.  The  other  side  has  "Long  Way 
to  Tipperary,"  in  the  approved  swing 
manner.  Artie's  contra-point  style 
makes  this  a  record  to  hear.  Also, 
the  screwy  vocal  on  "I've  a  Strange 
New  Rhythm  in  My  Heart,"  coupled 
with  the  more  Shawish  "If  It's  the  Last 
Thing  I  Do." 

Mildred  Bailey  will  jerk  a  tear 
from  you  with  "Tears  in  My  Heart," 
and  "Worried  Over  You."  Husband 
Red  Norvo  plays  the  supporting  role 
with  smooth  finesse. 

Ever  since  "The  Organ  Grinder" 
swung  out,  that  swell  band-composer 
team  of  Hudson-DeLange  have  been 
seeking  a  new  guy  to  pick  on.  They 
found  him  on  their  latest  release. 
He's  "The  Popcorn  Man."  And  the 
gal  (Nan  Wynn)  who  does  most  of 
the  vocal  could  sell  you  or  me  most 
anything  including  popcorn.  Her 
voice  has  a  thrill  and  a  lilt  combined 
with  a  style  that  fits  the  band.  The 
other  side  shows  the  band  "Goin" 
Haywire."  All  in  all,  it's  a  swell  month 
to  spend  home  listening  to  records. 
Or  maybe  you  like  Jimmy  Dorsey,  ten 
UP  miles  from  home.  Yes? 


Joke  of  the  Month 

Sid  Chi  turned  in  the  winning  wise 
crack  of  the  month.  To  him  goes  the 
monthly  award  of  one  box  of  Life 
Savers. 

Speaking  of  connotations:  Profes- 
sor Spargo,  in  the  9  a.m.  class  of 
General  Literature,  said,  "In  history 
the  important  thing  isn't  to  memor- 
ize the  date  .  .  .  you  must  take  it 
someplace." 

Well,  if  you  don't  at  least  re- 
member the  date,  she'll  get  terribly 
angry. 
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PAINTING  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
Orrin  Tucker,  now  at  the  Edge- 
water  Beach,  got  his  first  applause  at 
the  Spanish  Tea  Room  in  Naperville, 
Illinois,  where  he  played  to  North 
Central  College  collegians  and  subur- 
banites .  .  .  Ken  Hopkins,  who  does 
the  arranging  for  Marek  Weber,  is 
married  to  Ramona  who  used  to  be 
with  Paul  Whiteman  .  .  .  Ramona  is 
now  playing  Ciro's  in  London  .  .  . 
Ennio  Bolognini,  who  leads  his  own 
concert  group  in  the  Yar,  was  former- 
ly middleweight  boxing  champion  of 
Argentina  .  .  .  He  is  now  an  avid 
flying  fan  and  has  his  own  plane  .  .  . 
Down  Beat's  popularity  contest  for 
orchestras  is  now  in  full  swing  .  .  . 
Last  year's  swing  band  leaders  were 
Benny  Goodman  and  Glen  Gray, 
while  Ray  Noble  and  Hal  Kemp  lead 
the  sweet  bands  in  that  order  .  .  . 
Our  guess  is  that  Tommy  Dorsey  will 
pass  up  Casa  Loma  this  year  and 
that  Hal  Kemp  will  replace  Ray  Noble 
.  .  .  Kay  Kyser,  now  at  the  Blackhawk, 
is  a  graduate  of  the  University  of 
North  Carolina  where  he  was  a  class- 
mate of  Hal  Kemp's  .  .  .  Glen  Gray 
graduated  from  Illinois  Wesleyan, 
while  Eddie  Duchin  claims  the  Massa- 
chusetts College  of  Pharmacy  as  his 
alma  mater  .  .  .  The  long  feud  be- 
tween the  Dorsey  Brothers  is  pre- 
sumably over  and  they  are  now 
speaking  to  each  other  .  . . 

Spots  Here  and  There 

Toby  Wing,  formerly  Jackie  Coo- 
gan's  Number  One,  is  really  packing 
them  in  at  the  Yacht  Club  down  on 
Oak  Street  .  .  .  Saw  her  also  later 
struggling  with  suki-yaki  at  Mrs.  Shin- 
tani's  .  .  .  Horace  Henderson  has 
been  beating  it  out  at  Swingland  on 
the  south  side  .  .  .  They  have  a  new 
dance  down  there  now  to  succeed 
"The  Big  Apple"  .  .  .  It's  called  "The 
Palsy  Walk"  ...  In  and  Out  along 
Rush  Street:  Dixie  Painter  at  the  Rose 
Bowl  has  a  pleasing  voice  .  .  .  Gus 
Van  back  in  the  City  at  the  Colony 
Club  .  .  .  Fine  French  cuisine  at  the 
885  Club  .  .  .  Louis  Panico  has  been 
the  object  of  much  favorable  profes- 
sional comment. 


SEEING  EYE 

(Continued  from   Page   6) 

Independents 

•  With  Independents  raising  more 
than  a  protesting  voice  on  campus, 
we  were  only  a  little  surprised  one 
Wednesday  to  find  ourselves  caught 
in  a  swirl  of  unidentified  people 
bound  for  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  What  we 
were  shortly  in  for,  it  developed, 
was  one  of  the  recently  inaugurated 
Independent  luncheons,  and  what  we 
learned,  thereby,  about  Independ- 
ents was  a  good  deal. 

The  affair  paralleled  a  Kiwanis 
club  meeting  minus  cigars  and  a  Fra- 
ternity luncheon  minus  smugness,  and 
the  fact  that  we  were  a  lone  male 
at  our  table  proves  nothing  about  the 
gathering  as  a  whole.  The  food  was 
good  and  the  atmosphere  congenial. 
Songs  of  a  none  too  recent  vintage 
were  sung,  and  we  obligingly  went 
through  the  motions  to   avoid   being 


conspicuous.  Our  inability  to  carry 
a  tune  (much  less  a  conversation) 
proved  of  no  consequence,  for  every- 
one appeared  to  be  having  a  won- 
derful time  by  himself.  The  mood 
seemed  infectious  and  we  ended  by 
breaking  down  completely  and  quite 
enjoying  ourselves. 

After  it  was  all  over,  what  we  still 
wanted  to  know  was  how  it  was  done. 
Hal  Maloney,  publicity  chairman  for 
unsophisticated  Northwestern,  ex- 
plained, though,  that  it  was  all  very 
simple. 

"We've  got  something  nobody 
else  has,"  he  declared.  "The  boys 
can  work  with  the  girls  and  the  girls 
can  work  with  the  fellows." 

But  don't  let  it  get  around. 

All  About  Heather 

•  For  a  long  time  we've  been  fre- 
quented    by     a     somewhat     morbid 

(Continued    on    Page   36) 
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SEEING  EYE 

(Continued  from   Page  35) 
curiosity  as  to  what  people  do  over 
at    Speech    school.     We    had    heard 
lots    of    reports,    none    of   which    had 
anything  to  do  with  speech. 

So  the  still,  small  voice  of  the 
subconscious  must  have  been  whis- 
pering when  we  allowed  ourselves  to 
be  inveigled  into  sitting  in  on  the 
initial  presentation  of  the  Studio 
theatre  group.  Having  had  exper- 
ience with  things  of  this  sort,  we  took 
care  to  locate  the  nearest  exit,  and 
not  because  we're  phobic  about  fires. 
The  play  was  one  of  those  things 
with  a  maid  (two  maids,  in  fact)  who 
speaks  an  alleged  Scotch  dialect,  and 
a  storm  raging  without.  It  developed, 
though,  into  a  very  creditable  pro- 
duction and  we  applauded  like  mad. 

A  spray  of  heather  (Calluna  vul- 
garis) figured  in  the  tragic  conclusion 


of  the  drama,  and,  in  our  subsequent 
journey  backstage  (where  illusions  are 
shattered  in  more  ways  than  one), 
what  we  failed  to  learn  about  speech 
school  we  learned  about  heather. 
The  heather,  it  turned  out,  had,  in 
complete  disregard  of  all  biological 
principles,  been  manufactured  for 
the  occasion.  Unable  to  secure  the 
little  inhabitant  of  the  moors  at 
available  greenhouses,  the  staff  in 
charge  of  heather  faced  the  problem 
of  importation  from  Scotland  or 
California  (what  heather  is  doing 
THERE,  we  don't  know),  or  construct- 
ing an  imitation.  After  a  good  bit 
of  research,  the  deception  was  finally 
perpetrated  by  dipping  straw  flowers 
into  purple  ink  and  wiring  on  some 
stocks  of  plantain  seed.  The  result, 
they  said,  was  indistinguishable  from 
Ihe  real  thing. 

We  assured  them  that  we  had  been 
fooled   completely. 


They  Say  He's  Still  Waiting  for  His  Coke  Date 
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HOME-MADE    HOLIDAY 


THE  Taylor  family  was  strangely 
silent.  Mrs.  Taylor  looked  like  an 
early  Christmas  martyr.  Joe  and 
Jeanne,  the  seventeen-year-old  twins, 
sat  with  eyebrows  at  a  new  high,  and 
even  baby  Clara,  now  aged  nine, 
refrained  from  her  usual  Martha  Raye 
jollity. 

"Well,"  demanded  Mr.  Taylor, 
"what's  the  matter?  Don't  you  want 
to  have  a  nice  economical  old- 
fashioned  Christmas?" 

Silence  boomed  in  his  ears  until 
Mrs.  Taylor  took  pity  on  his  falling 
countenance. 

"I'm  sure,  dear,"  she  offered,  "we'd 
all  love  one.  It's  just  such  a  new  idea. 
We'd  never  thought  of  it.  That's  all. 
Isn't  it,  children?" 

The  children  smiled  as  if  their  tum- 
mies ached,  and  agreed. 

"Finel  Fine!"  revived  Mr.  Taylor. 
"That's  the  spirit.  A  real  old-fashioned 
Christmas!  We'll  string  popcorn  and 
cranberries.  Clara  can  make  paper 
chains.  Why,  you'll  never  forget  this 
Christmas.  Wait  until  you  see  our 
tree." 

"Oh,  yeah — a  tree,"  Joe  prompt- 
ed. "I  know  where  we  can  buy  a 
swell  tree  for  a  dollar.  That's  cheap, 
Dad,  for  this  year." 

Mr.  Taylor  registered  hurt  surprise. 
"Buy  a  tree?  Whoever  heard  of  buy- 
ing a  Christmas  tree?  No  siree — 
we'll  go  chop  down  our  own.  Come 
on,  Joey  boy.  You  and  I  will  bring 
home  the  fir,  eh?" 

Mrs.  Taylor  looked  pleadingly  at 
her  son. 

"Well,  O.K.,"  he  said.  "But  I  had 
promised  the  gang   I'd  go  skating." 

Mr.  Taylor  heard  only  the  assent 
and  left  the  room.  "Go  get  dressed," 
he  called. 

Left  fatherless,  the  rest  of  the 
Taylor  family  looked  at  each  other 
almost  in  horror. 

"Mother,"  Jeanne  wailed,  "he's  at 


By  MARY  McSHERRY 

it  again!  Last  summer  nothing  would 
do  but  that  we  make  our  own  fire- 
works. At  Hallowe'en  we  had  to  make 
pumpkin  ghosts.  I'm  tired  of  playing 
Pilgrim  Fathers  at  home." 

"If  you  ask  me,"  Joe  put  in,  "I 
think  Dad's  off  on  this  one  subject. 
Just  completely  nuts." 

"Children,"  reproved  Mrs.  Taylor, 
"you  musn't  say  things  like  that." 
There  was  a  pause.  "I  wonder,"  she 
added   thoughtfully. 

A  clanking  noise  attracted  their  at- 
tention. A  large  padded  form  in  hip 
boots,  several  mufflers  and  a  bear 
coat  stood  at  the  door.  The  form 
held  an  axe,  a  shovel,  and  a  woods- 
man's compass. 


"Why  it's  Daddy,"  discovered 
Clara. 

Joe  groaned.  Would  he  be  ex- 
pected to  dress  like  that?  "Well," 
encouraged  Mr.  Taylor.  "Well,  Joe. 
Are  you  ready?" 

Joe  glumly  climbed  into  his  jacket 
and  galoshes.  "Just  rarin'  to  go,"  he 
answered,  and  slowly  made  for  the 
door. 

Mrs.  Taylor,  Jeanne,  and  Clara 
praised  God  that  they  were  born 
women,   not  woodsmen. 

Finding  the  tree  was  somewhat  less 
effort  than  Joe  had  feared.  Mr.  Taylor 
simply  spotted  a  large  grove  of  pines, 
headed  the  car  toward  it,  and  started 
to  work. 

(Continued    on    Page   42) 
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The  University  Theatre 


By  WALTER  KERR 


NOW  that  you  have  gone  to 
Hannele,  Hannele  has  gone 
to  Heaven,  and  Heaven  has 
gone  to  the  storehouse,  the  Univer- 
sity Theatre  is  able  to  get  down 
to  more  earthly  things,  such  as 
choreography  and  fairy  tales.  There 
is  a  little  of  both  in  the  December 
production  of  the  theatre  in  Speech, 
with  Agnes  Jones'  dancers  creating 
all  of  the  roles  in  Winifred  Ward's 
production  of  "Ali  Baba  and  the 
Forty  Thieves." 

You    remember    Ali    Baba.    Open 

THE  KING  REIGNS 


sesame  and  the  wine  jars  and  Mor- 
giana,  or  am  I  wrong?  Ali  Baba  is 
probably  the  first  story  I  ever  had 
told  to  me — outside  of  one  which 
won't  bear  mentioning  at  the  mo- 
ment— and,  as  many  times  as  it  has 
turned  up  in  one  disguise  or  another, 
including  the  daily  newspapers,  I 
hardly  ever  expected  to  have  it 
danced  at  me.  But  the  die  is  cast 
and  so  is  the  dance,  with  the  result 
that  Orchesis  will  go  through  the 
hair(em)-raising  exploits  of  the  Indian 
merchant   who   found   that   the   paths 
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of  the  cave  led  but  to  the  gory  (and 
if  you  don't  think  that  was  an  effort, 
just  try  muddling  the  language  your- 
self sometime). 

"Ali  Baba  and  the  Forty  Thieves," 
as  it  is  to  be  danced  at  the  Univer- 
sity Theatre  very  shortly,  employs  a 
reader  as  well  as  its  choreography  in 
the  process  of  getting  its  story  told, 
a  form  comparatively  rare  in  our 
theatre  but  rich  in  associations  over 
the  whole  history  of  danced  and 
spoken  drama. 

The  production  will  also  provide 
a  curtain-raiser,  one  Marvyndu,  a 
blond  gentleman  who  swallows 
needles.  His  greatest  feat  to  date 
(through  this  is  just  my  personal 
opinion,  you  understand)  consists  in 
the  number  of  posters  he  has  been 
able  to  plaster  about  campus  with- 
out being  immediately  obliterated  by 
H.  S.  Wells,  Mrs.  Roosevelt,  or  one 
of  those  eye-witnesses  from  the 
Spanish  war.  If  the  Loyalists  could 
get  all  the  sympathetic  eye-witnesses 
on  their  side  of  the  lines  to  engage 
in  something  more  active  than  lec- 
turing, they'd  have  settled  the  whole 
business  by  mere  numbers  long  ago. 
But  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  this 
article,  does  it? 

Oh,  yes,  we  were  talking  about  a 
curtain-raiser  named  Marvyndu,  who, 
incidentally,  is  a  student  as  well  as 
a  sleight-of-hand  artist.  To  be  frank 
with  you,  the  only  time  I  saw  Marv- 
yndu I  was  not  in  the  sort  of  condi- 
tion best  adapted  to  slyly  ferreting 
out  and  exposing  his  secrets,  but  I 
am  going  to  try  again  when  he  turns 
up  at  the  University  Theatre  and, 
given  the  more  critical  environment 
of  that  institution,  I  think  I  can  do  it. 
I  think  I  can  do  something  about  all 
those    posters,   too.    Just   watch    me. 

Following  "Ali  Baba,"  the  Univer- 
sity Theatre  will  suspend  operations 
over  the  holidays  while  Charles  Vance 
puts  the  finishing  touches  on  his 
preparations  for  Ernst  Toller's  "No 
More  Peace."  Meanwhile,  the  new 
Studio  Theatre,  which  performs  for 
the  most  part  on  Tuesday  afternoons 
in  Speech  (no  tea,  no  crumpets,  just 
drama)  will  keep  the  theatre-minded 
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on  campus  well  and  happy.  Lavinia 
Schaeffer  is  directing  a  studio  pro- 
duction of  Martinez  Sierra's  "Cradle 
Song"  for  presentation  sometime  this 
month,  and  there  is  to  be  a  bill  of 
one-acters  from  student  pens  and 
ploughs  on  December  14.  The  only 
definite  title  announced  for  this  pro- 
gram as  we  go  to  press  (as  rapidly 
as  possible,  to  avoid  dividing  the 
glory)  is  Charles  Vance's  staging  of 
a  little  seasonal  item  called  "Christ- 
mas, Inc." 

"Christmas,  Inc."  is  by  a  W.  Kerr, 
about  whom  nothing  is  known  save 
that  he  has  threatened  to  expose 
Marvyndu  in  one  of  his  most  adept 
bits  of  charlatinism,  a  puzzle  called 
Introduction  to   Graduate   Study. 

The  theatre  in  the  Loop  (profes- 
sional, as  against  the  enlightened 
amateurism  of  our  campus  activities) 
begins  to  look  more  like  a  season  of 
evictions  and  evasions  than  anything 
else.  With  the  exception  of  our  pro- 
longed Kaufmania  ("You  Can't  Take 
it  with  You")  and  the  activities  of 
Abbott  ("Brother  Rat"),  those  pro- 
posed long  runs  haven't  materialized. 
"The  Women"  got  the  most  out  of 
its  possibilities  as  a  "curiosity  run," 
extended  somewhat  by  the  closing 
of  the  State  street  strip-tease  Acad- 
emies, and  "Madame  Bovary"  could 
have  stayed  longer  but  was  anxious 
to  get  away  from  the  hustle  and 
bustle  of  Chicago  into  the  protec- 
tive quiet  of  a  Theatre  Guild  sub- 
sidy in  New  York. 

And  now  it  seems  as  though  "Yes, 
My  Darling  Daughter"  isn't  going 
to  hang  around  any  longer,  either. 
Not  even  on  a  hickory  limb.  And 
Ruth  Gordon  says  maybe  she  won't 
bring  "A  Doll's  House"  here  because 
she  can't  find  a  stage  door  to  slam. 

Which  leaves  us  with  the  WPA, 
Mr.  O'Neill,  and  "The  Straw"  — 
almost  the  last,  you  might  say — and 
a  lot  of  thumb-twiddling  to  work  on 
while  we  wait  for  Helen  Hayes  and 
Maurice  Evans  to  announce  cancella- 
tions of  their  shows.  Or  possibly  sub- 
stitutions, in  the  leading  roles,  of 
Betty  Grable  and  Jackie  Coogan, 
respectively. 
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THAT  TICKLES  ME- 

Illustrated  by  BOB  COWAN 


What's  your  favorite   dessert? 
Pie  Phi. 

€£ 

Of   all    the    numerals,    I    like    your 
figure  best. 

Frosh — He  was  drunk  on  the  train. 
Freshie — Too   many  sidecars. 


I  saw  you  with  another  man  last 
night.  You  looked  smooth,  but  I  was 
hurt  to  see  the  way  you  clung  to  him 
so  tightly.  I  saw  him  muss  you  and 
you  let  him  run  his  hands  up  and 
down  your  legs.  Embracing  him  so 
intimately,  I  could  not  bear  to  look 
when  he  started  to  sit  on  you.  After 
all,  you're  the  only  tux  I  have. 

That  is  a  beautiful  house.  Not  a 
flaw  in  it. 

Yeah?  Where  do  they  put  the  fur- 
niture? — Exchange 

40 


Betty  Carlisle — "It's  a  shame  all 
good    looking   men   are   conceited." 

Al  Solomon — "Oh  no,  they're  not. 
I'm  not." 

€£ 

I  call  you  Santa  Claus  you're  so 
cold. 

We  aren't  mentioning  any  names, 
but  it  shouldn't  be  difficult  to  guess 
which  four  females  in  1819  Orring- 
ton  decided  to  start  a  program  de- 
vised for  acquiring  that  "woman  of 
the  world"  appearance,  and  launched 
out  with  a  "four  for  a  dime"  cigar 
smoking  session.  They  admit  that 
they  felt  a  bit  dizzier  for  awhile,  but 
insist  that  after  they  consumed  some 
hamburgers  and  banana  ice  cream, 
the  furniture  stopped  moving,  and 
the  floor  decided  to  settle.  Tobacco 
chewing  is  next  on  the  list.  Sorry  we 
can't  offer  any  advice  on  the  sub- 
ject of  what's  best  in  the  line  of 
plugs,  but  for  health's  sake,  we  sug- 
gest Bromo  Seltzer  instead  of  ham- 
burgers. 


Three  storks  were  talking  over  their 
week's  work.  The  first  one  said,  "I 
did  okay,  I  brought  three  babies. 
The  second  one  said,  "I  did  better 
than  that,  I  brought  six."  The  last 
one  said,  "Well,  I  didn't  bring  any 
kids,  but  I  sure  scared  hell  out  of  a 
couple   of  college  girls." 

Have  you  a  fairy  godfather? 

No,  but  I  have  an  uncle  I'm  not 
so  sure  about. 

— VooDoo 

Little  drops  of  whiskey, 
Little  shots  of  gin, 
Little  innocent  Freshmen, 
Little  bit  of  sin. 

Little  cans  of  Campbell's, 
Little  Bromo  too, 
Little  talks  with  father, 
Little  milk  next  time. 

— "Chris"  Crossan 

£=& 

Phi — "I  just  heard  a  mouse  squeak." 

Psi — "What  do  you  want  me  to  do? 
Get  up  and  oil  it?" 

So  dumb  she  thought  the  quads 
were  four   baby  wonders. 


It  was  the  night  before  Christmas, 

And  all  through  the  house 

Not  a  creature  was  stirring  a  cocktail. 
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It  happened  one  day  after  tea, 
That    strong    convulsions    seized    the 

sea, 
And  one  beheld,  along  the  rail, 
A  floclc  of  people  turning  pale, 
It  happened  then,  ah  then  it  passed, 
That  pie  came  first  and  soup  came 

last. 

Since  so  many  of  the  fellows  here 
have  cars,  it  auto  make  the  girls 
happy. 

€£ 

Nice  old  lady — "And  what  would 
you  like  in  your  Christmas  stocking, 
sonny?" 

Ragged  little  boy — "Some  feet." 

What  do  you  do  with  a  stiff,  neck? 

Poems  are  made  by  fools  like  me, 
but  only  Sod  knows  how  hard  it  is 
to  make  words  rhyme. 

She — "Did  you  come  to  school  to 
find  a  husband?" 

Her — "Yeah.  I'm  going  home  next 
week." 

"Got  a  date?" 

"Sure." 

"He  got  a  friend?" 

"Yes.  Me." 


Charline  Eddleman  says,  "I'm  so 
fat  they  call  me  double-chin  instead 
of  double-chum. 


I  met  him  in  a  revolving  door  and 
now  we  go  around  together. 


Don't  be  alarmed  if  you  have  big 
hips.  Just  remember  they're  always 
the  right  thighs  for  somebody. 

And  from  the   Pi   Phi  house: 
Dell  Kiely — "Where'd  you  get  the 
good-looking  outfit?" 

Sue    Swan — "At    Saks.     It's   just    a 

bag-"  S=£ 

Where  there's  smoke,  the  women 
must  be.  ^_ 

Mary  Wilder  stopped  at  the  foun- 
tain in  front  of  U.  H.  for  a  drink. 
She  happened  to  see  the  date  1902 
on  the  rock  and  said,  "I  knew  this 
water  tasted  stale." 

«=£ 

It  was  intermission  at  any  frater- 
nity dance,  and  all  the  couples  came 
in  to  rest.  __ 


Who  Said  It? 

1.  Smedley 

2.  Shaw 

3.  Pershing 

4.  Socrates 

5.  Fern 

6.  Heywood 

7.  Moliere 

8.  Lincoln 

9.  Johnson 

10.  St.   Ambrose 

11.  Philip  II 

12.  James  I 


Alabama  contributes  this  one: 
A  man  from  the  East  was  shopping 
in  Birmingham.  When  he  made  a 
purchase  the  salesgirl  asked  for  a 
token.  He  came  back  with,  "What 
do  you  think  this  is,  your  birthday?" 


The  other  day  a  sophomore  lad 
commented  on  a  group  of  blondes 
who  passed  by,  "Don't  look  now,  but 
I  think  the  Alpha  Phis  have  peroxide 
in  their  showers." 

— From   Practically   Nowhere — 

This  came  out  of  our  notorious 
Missouri  hills: 

A  farmer  was  out  for  the  usual 
Sunday  airing  in  his  Model  T.  He 
was  driving  along  when  a  Packard 
whizzed  by  doing  70.  Finally  the  hill- 
billy drove  into  a  filling  station  all 
dirty  and  splattered  with  mud.  The 
attendant  immediately  asked,  "What 
happened?" 

The  farmer  replied,  "Thet  gol  durn 
machine  went  by  so  fast,  I  got  out 
to  see  whut  was  the  matter  with  my 
car." 

While  engaged  in  tramping  around 
the  South  this  summer,  we  happened 
to  stop  at  one  of  the  one  horse 
towns  in  the  wilds  of  Kentucky.  While 
we  stood  munching  a  candy  bar,  a 
barefooted  youth  came  into  the  drug 
store  and  asked  for  a  horn  of  par- 
nellie.  We  were  mildly  curious  to 
see  what  kind  of  a  musical  instrument 
this  was,  and  you  can  imagine  our 
astonishment  when  the  clerk  brought 
forth  a  vanilla  ice  cream  cone. 
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Ernest  Bauerle 
Beauty  Salon 

Hair  Stylist 

1308   Stevens    Building 

17  N.  State  Street 

CHICAGO 

DEArborn   6789 


E.  L.  KAPPELMAN 


Our  sorority  knows 
the  peachiest  place 
to  get  printing  done 

LLOYD  HOLLISTER 
INC. 


HOME  MADE  HOLIDAY 

(Continued 

"Look  at  them,"  he  exulted.  "Doz- 
ens and  dozens  of  Christmas  trees. 
Pick  out  a  big  one,  Joe.  It's  ours 
for  the  taking." 

Joe  chose  a  tree  which  looked  as 
if  its  trunk  wouldn't  actually  be  im- 
penetrable and  started  chopping. 

Mr.  Taylor  leaned  on  the  shovel. 
"This  is  the  life,"  he  breathed. 

Joe  threw  the  axe  against  the 
tree.  The  tree  shook  its  shoulders  and 
tossed  the  axe  back.  After  several 
equally  futile  attempts,  he  tried  dig- 
ging the  tree  up — roots  and  all.  The 
shovel  proved  little  more  successful 
than  the  axe. 

"I  don't  suppose,"  Joe  suggested, 
"that  you'd  care  to  lend  a  hand?" 

Mr.  Taylor  opened  his  eyes  and 
mouth  in  amazement.  "Can't  you  do 
it?  Step  aside,  Joey,  and  watch  the 
chips  fly." 

Mr.  Taylor  approached  the  tree 
from  its  flank  and  launched  a  sur- 
prise attack.  The  axe  bounded  back. 

"The  only  chips  that  could  fly 
around  here  would  be  in  a  poker 
game,"  Joe  said. 

Mr.  Taylor  fell  to  it  again,  and  this 
time  the  tree  retreated  a  bit.  One 
small  chip   hopped. 

After  a  long  hour's  work,  Mr.  Taylor 
had  shed  his  bear  coat,  three  mufflers, 
and  one  pair  of  gloves.  Before  him 
lay  the  tree,  its  trunk  considerably 
chewed.  The  ground  was  covered  with 
little  green  pine  needles  and  big, 
round  marks  in  the  snow,  the  former 
indicating  the  beating  the  tree  had 
taken,  the  latter  proving  that  even  a 
Taylor  must  take  time  out  to  rest. 
Like  a  slightly  shopworn  Santa  Claus, 
Mr.  Taylor  bore  his  prize  to  the  car 
and  drove  home.  There,  Mrs.  Taylor, 
Jeanne,  and  Clara  awaited  the  vic- 
tor with  leis  of  cranberries. 

"Was  it  fun?"  asked   Mrs.  Taylor. 

Joe's  look  would  have  bleached 
Uncle  Tom. 

"Great,  great,"  enthused  her  hus- 
band.   "We    should    do   this    all    the 


from   Page  37) 

time.  Of  course,  it  was  pretty  cold 
out  there,  but  what's  Christmas  with- 
out a   little  snow?" 

He  bent  over  to  place  the  tree  on 
the  old  bedsheet  Mrs.  Taylor  had 
provided,  then  attempted  to  straight- 
en up. 

"Whoo!"  he  grunted.  "Ow  —  my 
back!" 

The  family  gathered  'round. 

"What's  the  matter,  dear,"  asked 
Mrs.  Taylor.  "Can't  you  stand   up?" 

"If  I  could,"  asked  her  aching  hus- 
band, "do  you  think  I'd  be  all  bent 
over  like  an  ape  on — ooh,  my  back." 

Joe  remembered  how  his  father 
had  reveled  in  working  out  of  doors 
without  a  coat.  "You  probably,"  he 
suggested,  "caught  cold." 

"Caught  cold!"  protested  his  pret- 
zel-like father.  "I  must  have  torn  loose 


a   lung 


xt  page 


You're  not  telling  me! 
From  Alpha  to  Omega 
and  from  A  to  Izzard, 
the  campus  agrees  on 

LLOYD  HOLLISTER 
INC. 
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Spend  Your 

Winter 

Vacation 

Anywhere! 


ROUND  TRIP  EXCURSION 

FARES  REDUCED  25% 
The  Lindbergh  Line  now 
offers  you  the  lowest  round 
trip  fares  in  de  luxe  air 
transportation.  Bringing  air 
travel  down  to  the  same 
general  cost  range  of  other 
forms  of  transportation, 
these  new  TWA  rates  per- 
mit everyone  who  travels — 
to  fly  .  .  .  TWA's  round  trip 
excursions  begin  on  Satur- 
day or  Monday;  are  effec- 
tive for  15  days;  and  apply 
on  any  schedule,  any  day, 
returning.  Costing  but  a 
"fare  and  a  half."  TWA  ex- 
cursion tickets  are  good  on 
any  flight,  including  the 
world  famous,  overnight, 
coast-to-coast  SKY  CHIEF 
...  Fly  TWA,  on  the  na- 
tion's finest  planes  —  you 
save  valuable  hours,  even 
days,  and  TWA's  compli- 
mentary meals  enroute  and 
rigid  "no  tipping"  rule,  save 
you  many  extra  dollars. 


COMPARE  THESE  SAVINGS 


Chicago  to 
New  York 
Los  Angeles 


23.40 
17.50 

72.00 


S  67.42 
157.50 
28.35 
22.05 
13.12 
60.04 


SPECIAL 


Boulder    Dam    and    Grand    Canyon 
enroute  to  California  and  Stop-over  at 


the 


r,-|.u 


-the 


and    of    man.    Or    fly    thei 
direct— TWA  planes  stop  at  Las  Vegas.  Aul 

CALL  TWA  .  .  .  Palmer  House 
Lobby  .  .  .  Phone  State  2433 


"Try  to  get  up  to  bed,"  said  the 
ever  patient  Mrs.  Taylor.  "I'll  call  a 
doctor." 

After  the  doctor  had  come,  pro- 
nounced it  an  acute  case  of  neuralgia, 
and  gone,  Mrs.  Taylor  and  her  brood 
gathered   in  the   parlor. 

"Well,  I  don't  care,"  stage-whis- 
pered Jeanne.  "I  hope  this  teaches 
him  a  lesson.  You'd  think  we  couldn't 
afford  to  buy  a  tree  or  something." 

Joe  kicked  idly  at  the  offending 
pine.  "As  long  as  he  can't  get  up, 
it  won't  matter  much  whether  I  trim 
it  or  not,  I  s'pose."  Then  he  looked 
at  his  mother.  "But  I  will." 

"I  would,  dear.  Somehow  I  just  feel 
that  this  will  be  the  last  of  your 
father's  homemade  holidays.  He 
minds  this  much  more  than  when  the 
firecrackers  burned  off  his  hair.  Let's 
all  be  sweet  to  him  this  time  be- 
cause I  don't  think  there'll  ever  be 
another." 

The  three  young  Taylors  smiled  in 
relief;  then  came  Mr.  Taylor's  voice: 
"Ahoy,  down  there!  You  know  what 
I  just  thought  of?  Next  Easter  we  can 
dye  our  own  eggs." 

Not  'till  then  did  Mrs.  Taylor  burst 
into  tears." 

Little  Lucy's  Loss 

(Continued   from    Page    7) 

When  she  had  completely  finished 
her  story,  Mrs.  Adams  kissed  the 
small,  upturned  nose.  Then,  taking 
Lucy  by  the  hand,  she  said: 

"Come  see  what  I  have  for  you, 
Lucy.  I  just  know  you'll  be  surprised." 

She  led  her  into  her  small  red  and 
white  bedroom  and  pointed  toward 
a  dainty,  little  rocker. 

Lucy  gasped  in  a  small  voice:  "But 
how  do  you  'spose  .  .  ." 

Over  the  back  of  the  rocker  hung 
a  very  tiny  pair  of  panties  which 
matched  Lucy's  dress. 

"You  forgot  to  put  them  on  this 
morning,  dear,"  smiled  her  mother 
as  Lucy  stared  wide-eyed. 

"But  I  was  sure  .  .  ."  giggled  Lucy 
as  she  put  them  on. 


SERVICE 

for  the  photographer 

•  DEVELOPING 

•  PRINTING 

•  SUPPLIES 


Also  a  complete  line 
of  Cameras 

HATTSTROM  & 
SANDERS 

702  Church  Street 
University  1848 

Let  us  help  you 
solve  your  picture  problems 


FLY 

with 

Tufts- 
Edgcumbe,  inc. 

Pal-Waukee  Airport 

Mount  Prospect,  111. 

All  New  Equipment 


Distributors  for 

Taylor  Cubs 

INSTRUCTION 
CHARTER  TRIPS 

Call  Wheeling  69 
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Believe  in  Santa? 


(Editor's  Note:  It  seemed  fitting  with  the 
spirit  of  December  to  ask,  as  this  month's 
question,  "Do  you  believe  in  Santa?  If  not, 
why  not?  If  so,  why  so?") 


BOBBIE  JONES:  "Yes,  because  he 
took  me  on  his  lap  and  didn't  com- 
plain about  my  weight." 

AL  MONUS,  Phi  Sigma  Delta:  "I 
believe  in  Santa  Claus  when  the  folks 
send  me  an  extra  50  bucks  a  week." 

CHARLOTTE  PATIKY:  "I  have  no 
rich  uncles  of  60  with  bad  coughs.  I 
have  no  tickets  on  the  Irish  sweep- 
stakes. I  have  never  won  anything 
but  a  booby  prize.  I  have  never  been 
dated  by  Clark  Gable  or  Robert 
Taylor.  I  expect  to  work  for  the  things 
I  want.  I  don't  believe  in  Santa 
Claus." 

PAUL  HERZBERG:  "Yes,  and  if  I 
ever  found  out  that  there  wasn't  any, 
I'd  be  terribly  disillusioned." 

PARRY  STROUD,  D.  U.:  "Yes,  we 
all  have  to  have  an  ideal  and  seeing 
that  I  am  an  atheist,  my  ideal  is  Santa 
Claus." 


LEE  MEYER,  Acacia:  "No,  but  I 
wish  I  did.  I  found  out  when  I  was  a 
small  boy  and  many  Christmases 
thereafter  were  spoiled  for  me.  Santa, 
like  marriage,  is  a  great  institution." 
(Greater,  if  you  don't  mind,  Lee.) 

CHUCK  JARASEK,  Friars:  "Yes 
but  I  gave  the  wrong  address." 

JAYNE  MILLER,  Chi  O.:  "Why  to 
be  sure!  But  will  somebody  please 
tell  me  why  there  are  so  many?  One 
on  each  corner.  Or  are  they  like  rab- 
bits?" 

JIM  CATLIN,  Phi  Delta:  "No,  I 
think  that  it  is  psychologically  wrong 
to  cheat  the  children." 

SAMMY  RUGG,  Phi  Psi:  "I  don't 
believe  in  Santa  Claus  'cause  my 
mother  told  me  so." 

MART  McCARTY,  Delta  Zeta:  "I 
don't  believe  in  Santa  Claus  'cause 
not  even  smoke  can  come  down  the 
chimney." 

AL  MINDEL:  "Yes,  I  do  believe  in 
Santa  Claus  .  .  .  my  girl  left  me.1' 


VIRGINIA  LAMB,  Delta  Zeta:  "I 
don't  believe  in  Santa  Claus  because 
the  bottom  is  falling  out  of  my  socks." 

BRYZE  MINER,  S.  A.  E.:  "Cer- 
tainly, that's  the  only  reason  I  go 
home  for  Christmas  vacation." 

GEORGE  HEINEMAN,  Acacia:  "I 
don't  but  she  does  .  .  .  damn  it." 

BOB  VUTECH,  Delt:  "Yes,  because 
of    my    heritage    and    environment." 

JEAN  FISCHER,  Delta  Gamma: 
"Yes,  I  believe  in  the  spirit  of  it. 
I  had  loads  of  fun  waiting  up  for  him 
when  I  was  a  kid."  (The  aged  speaks.) 

HARRY  GABEL:  "Not  at  Christ- 
mas time.  The  rest  of  the  year  some 
good  fairy  finds  all  of  those  lovely 
girls  but  about  December  it's  time 
to  get  out  of  entangling  alliances,  or 
I  find  myself  expected  to  play  Santa 
Claus!" 

MARGE  WILDING,  Chi  O.:  "No. 
Someone  told  me  once  that  he  was 
Santa  Claus  and  I  found  out  later 
he  was  a  Beta.  This  Christmas  I'll 
know  enough  to  pull  his  whiskers." 

AL  TILLS:  "Yes,  do  you  believe  in 
the  Easter  bunny  too?"  (Certainly, 
AL) 

BOB  RODERICK,  Lambda  Chi: 
"Yes,  for  fun." 

JANET  MEDITCH,  A.  O.  Pi:  "Yes, 
because  my  mother  taught  me  to." 
(Precocious  child!) 

MARIE  SHOWERS,  A.  O.  Pi:  "Yes, 
because  to  believe  in  something  fan- 
tastic puts  the  romance  in  life." 

ARNIE  TAYLOR,  Phi  Psi:  "At  my 
age?  Believe  in  Santa?  Don't  be  a 
sill!" 

JESS  COBB,  Delta  Tau  Delta: 
"Well,  to  be  truthful,  there  is  some- 
thing about  the  giving,  the  liberality, 
the  generosity,  the  philanthropy; 
something  about  the  gifts,  the  boons, 
the  oblations,  the  immolations,  the 
offerings;  there's  something  about  it 
that  gets  me.  Yes,  I  would  say  that 
I  believe  in  Santa,  but  I  believe  more 
in  the  spirit  of  Santa,  the  spirit  of 
giving,  the  liberality,  etc.  .  .  .  (Sounds 
like  an  editor,  doesn't  it?) 

TED  GREFE,  Phi  Psi:  "Sure." 

MARY  JANE  MORRISON,  Pi  Phi: 
"Oh  yes!  Isn't  it  thrilling." 
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Covers  the  Christmas  List  From  Every  Angle 

To  make  your  Christmas  shopping  a  delightful  experience  instead  of  a 
frantic  ordeal,  we've  been  running  hither  and  yon,  selecting  gifts  from 
almost  every  section  in  the  store,  and  have  assembled  them  in  the  attractive 
red  and  white  Aisles  of  Gifts  on  the  second  floor.  On  this  one  floor  you 
will  find  everything  from  baby  dolls  for  "little  Susie"  to  sophisticated 
negligees  for  the  "femme  fatale."  And  take  particular  note  of  the  booths 
filled  with  gifts  plucked  from  the  pages  of  "Vogue,"  and  "House  and  Garden." 


50  Gifts  for  The  Home 

.  .  .  from  the  pages  of  House  and  Garden.  Even 
the  blase  are  certain  to  grow  rhapsodic  over  these 
very  "elect"  gifts  for  your  home,  selected  accord- 
ing to  the  rigid  standards  of  taste  and  value  im- 
posed by  House  and  Garden.  You'll  find  them 
in  the  Aisles  of  Gifts  on  the  second  floor. 


50  Gifts  for  Fashion 

Vogue's  clever  sleuths  have  spent  energy  and  wit 
in  rounding  up  these  50  unusual  gifts.  Those 
"problem  people"  on  your  list  will  be  stirred  to 
exuberance  by  any  one  of  them.  Carson's  and 
Vogue  have  seen  to  it  that  the  prices  are  right,  too. 
Aisles  of  Gifts,  second  floor. 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO. 


**v 


fc:% 


Joan  Crawford 

takes  time  out  from 
her  part  in  M-G-M's 
"Mannequin"  to  play 
the  part  of  Mrs.  Santa 
Claus..  Joan  Crawford 
has  smoked  Luckies 
for  eight  years,  has 
been  kind  enough  to 
tell  us:  "They  always 
stay  on  good  terms 
with  my  throat.' 


When  you  offer  friends  the  welcome 
gift  of  cigarettes,  remember  two  facts: 

1.  Among  independent  tobacco  men, 
Luckies  have  twice  as  many  exclusive 
smokers  as  all  other  brands  combined. 

2.  Luckies  not  only  offer  you  the  finest 
tobacco  but  also  the  throat  protection 
of  the  process  "It's  Toasted". 

With  men  who  know  tobacco  best... 


